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wouldn't like that. Neither would
we.
They were holding a convention
in New York. Its list of delegates
read like a handful of pages torn
out of Who's Who. Seven Nobel
prizewinners, a contingent of college presidents, heads of Jewish,
Protestant, and Catholic Churches
philosophers, teachers, clergymen:
scientists. They had taken on
themselves the noble and Herculean task of integrating all human
knowledge, harmonizing Science
and Religion, and restoring the latter to its rightful place in the sun
and in man's life. It seemed to be
no flash-conference with high-flying fireworks and low-falling dead
sticks. Committees would work on
separate problems and report back
to later conventions. A noble, a

Einstein Does It Again
E BOW low at the waist to
Dr. Albert Einstein;s scientific acumen and accomplishments.
We have no objection to, rather
we applaud, the inclusion of his
name in the science textbooks of
our local High School. We are even
ready to dust off the over-worked
title "Genius" and pin it deservedly over his humble, searching, honest, mathematician's heart. But
whenever he opens his mouth on
things religious we begin to cringe.
He has been guilty of a number
of religious howlers in the past.
Last month he topped even his
own enviable record. If he's not
careful his name will also go down
in history with famous names in
another field-names like E. Haldeman-Julius and Father Divine. He

W
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Herculean, an indicated task. We
were interested.
But then upspoke Dr. Einstein.
He spoke in a paper read for him
in his absence so he must have
done it on purpose and not by accident. He said, "The more a man
is imbued with the ordered regularity of all events, the firmer becomes his conviction that there is
no room ... for causes of a different
nature." And, the inevitable sequitur: "In their struggle for the
ethical good, teachers of religion
must have the stature to give up
the doctrine of a personal god."
Yes, that's what he said.
Listen, doctor, we know you
won't like the allusion but don't
you think you missed the bus
again? After all that is one thinggiving up a personal god-that
doesn't have to be urged on man.
That's what he has been doing too
long and too loud. That's what
necessitated, obviously, this conference. For, look, doctor, what
that finally means. If God isn't personal then He can't act, He can't
interfere, He is as much bound by
the laws He has created as, necessarily, we the creatures of that law.
Then He can't be just to reward
the good or punish the evil so why
should we worry about the "ethical
good"? Then He can't be merciful
to bless so why should we worship?
Then He dare not hear prayer so
why should we hope? What you
have done is simply taken us back

where we started and put Science
in a vertical and superior relationship to Religion when they must
stand horizontally. Even your colleague, Physicist Frank of Harvard,
admitted that. He said, same time,
same station, "It must be the task
of religion ... to do what science
is unable to do, that is, set up certain goals for both private and social human life, and influence the
dispositions of human beings in
favor of these goals." And you can't
both be right.
Or look at it historically and
pragmatically, doctor. The Mohammedans agree with you on the
"ordered regularity of all events."
What do you think of the stature
of their teachers of such a thoroughly fatalistic religion? But maybe you consider Mohammedanism
still an upstart. Well, then, quite
a few thousand years earlier some
men had the same idea you had,
doctor-no personal god. And they
made it stick. About 300 million
people still follow them. All their
impersonal god had was a name:
Brahm. And today, since men always imitate what they worship, or
vice versa, you will see a Brahmin
refuse a cup of cold water to a
thirsty untouchable lest he be a
"cause of a different nature" that
will interfere with "the ordered
regularity of all events."
Please, doctor, we are only human. Don't undermine our honest
and fervent admiration for your
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scientific genius by being caught
off base so often. Please!

Headline Science
G. G. SIMPSON of the
American Museum of Natural History gives an amusing "case
history of a scientific news story"
in Science. Three years ago he
wrote a highly technical bulletin
on certain strata in central Montana. A careful summary in simple, non-technical language was
issued to the press. This summary,
among other things, reported on
early mammals which were "as
small as rats and mice" and
emphasized that these mammals
had no relation to any evolution
of man. What happened? Many
things, and among them these.
Thirty-four papers used an Associated Press dispatch beginning,
"Man, instead of having descended from the monkey, probably
ascended from a four-inch long,
tree-dwelling animal which was
the granddaddy of all mammals on
earth today." Headline writers
did their best, e.g.: "Monkey
Father of Man? Nope, a Mouse."
(Sacramento Union); "Study of
Mammals Brings about New Evolution Theory" (Newport News
Press). The Philadelphia Record
represented Dr. Simpson as announcing that a "tiny rat is latest
ancestor of man."

DR.
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After a few months the furore
died down, but half a year later
it revived in a new form. The
Gloversville, N.Y., Leader, Dr. S.
recounts, "gave me as authority
for the existence 70,000,000 years
ago in Montana of dogs as
large as Kodiak bears. Then another town had a dog show, and
this time it appeared that I had
not only discovered such dogs but
had described 60 different species
of them. This is appalling fertility
of imagination, for the original
release contained no mention
whatever of the discovery of dogs,
whether as large as Kodiak bears
or as small as mice. Dog fanciers
and newspaper exchanges being
what they are, I subsequently enjoyed another period of fame, this
time as the discoverer of the
great, 70,000,000 year old Kodiakbear-dogs, which no more existed
and which are no more my invention than the rats ancestral to
man." Now, after three years, the
ridiculous story still occasionally
appears somewhere.

The Census
FINAL figures on the 1940 census will not be released for
several more months. Preliminary
figures are providing some interesting reading for the statisticallyand socially-minded. One very
obvious fact is that the urban

I
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population of the United States
has declined in favor of rural and
suburban growth. This is a trend
which industrialists and economists will do well to watch. For
many years the cry has been that
we are living in an urban civilization. All advertising appeal has
been directed to the urban eye.
Now it has suddenly become
doubtful whether Americans are
biased toward urban living. The
nerve-wracking wear of the metropolis is not worth the struggle.
Far better to cultivate the petunia
bed.
Interesting also are the preliminary figures showing probable
population losses in the droughtridden states. South Dakota, Oklahoma, Nebraska, Kansas, and
North Dakota may have disturbingly large losses. What these
states have lost the South and
Far West have gained. Even a
bare recital of these population
shifts brings to mind the countless tragedies of crop losses, dust
storms, mortgage sales.
The shift in population will
also affect Congress. There will
undoubtedly be a redistribution
of seats. The Midwest-Northeast
states will have less representatives. That this redistribution will
ultimately affect legislation is
more than probable. The House
is notoriously sensitive to the demands of its constituents.
When the final figures of the

1940 census are released the country may well have something to
talk about. Whether we will have
132,000,000 inhabitants is debatable. There have been large migrations back to Europe by dissatisfied British, Italian, Russian,
and German citizens. More alarming is the recent release of the
1936 religious census figures in
connection with the national census. Of the 132 million people
living in the United States, only
55,807,311 claim church membership. Tragic as are the tales of
dustbowl migrants and industrial
peons, more tragic is the failure
of organized religion to make
headway in a nominally Christian
country. There seems to be a crying need for a Jeremiah, a Luther,
and a Wesley in the last democracy.

The Parables of Ahfed the
Wise
3. A Cure for Kleptomania

A WORTHY

Lady of my Acquaintance relates an Interesting Tale for the veracity of
which she Stoutly Vouches. She
asserts that it Happened to a
Friend of hers.
It seems that this Friend, who
lives in a Metropolitan Apartment, was the Fond Possessor of
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a valuable Pet Cat. One day the
Cat reached the end of its Ninth
Life and died. Having no Backyard in which to Bury the Maltese, and not wishing to deposit
her Pet in the can with the other
Garbage, she called up a Friend
on the telephone and Explained
her Dilemma. Friend Number
Two graciously invited Friend
Number One to bring her Dead
Cat to her House, where she could
give it a Decent Interment in her
Spacious Backyard.
With a sigh of Relief the Bereaved One placed her Demised
Pet in a Shoe-Box, tied it up in
Wrapping Paper, and started out
for her Friend's House on the other
side of the Metropolis. On her way
through the Downtown Section,
she decided to do some necessary
Shopping in a Department Store.
And there it came to pass that
after she had been Waited on by a
Clerk, she turned to pick up her
Precious Shoe-box, which she had
laid on the Counter, and, lo, it
was Gone!
What to do? She could not
very well tell the Clerk or the
Floorwalker about her Loss without divulging the Contents of her
Package. What a Choice Morsel
that would be for a newspaper
Headline: "Dead Cat Stolen from
Woman in Department Store."
She finally concluded that it
would be Most Discreet to say
Nothing.
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Before leaving the Store, however, she went to the Ladies'
Room. When she opened the door
of that Sanctuary, the first thing
that met her Eyes was her Shoebox, open on the floor, and lying
beside it, in a Dead Faint, a Female Kleptomaniac!
Fortunately there was no one
else in the Room, and our Heroine decided that under the Circumstances a Decent Burial of
her Dead Pet was out of the Question. She quietly closed the Door
and quickly left the Store.
Moral: In Boxes or in the Open
Air, Dead Cats have their Function.

Candy Goes Interventionist
NOT quite, but almost. To the
pacifist the 1940 American
candy counter must be a nightmare of shrapnel, soldiers, tanks,
battleships, whole arrays of Panzertruppen. With fascinated eyes
we watch little Herbie and
Johnny devouring machine guns
and Stukas with as much unconcern as big Herbert and John eat
liver and onions.
Two explanations of this phenomenon of candy going interventionist suggest themselves. One is
that candy stylists have discovered
that children like to eat candy in
the form of death-dealing war in-
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struments. Therefore they have
decided to mold sugar and dextrose in these forms. The other
explanation (proving that we are
naturally suspicious) is that candy. makers are disgusted with our
young men of enrollment age.
America's young men have no enthusiasm for shooting up other
young men. So the candy-makers
are determined to build up a military-minded class. The generation
in diapers and rompers is being
taught that war is not so terrible
and that all those who gripe about
war are nothing but fifth columnists.
You may take your choice. Of
course, there's always the comforting thought that when a child
eats up an Adolph Hitler or a
Winston Churchill some sort of
victory has been won. Here, too,
you may take your choice.

War and Economics
IT WILL take a lot of smooth
and impassioned oratory to
convince us that war and economics have no relationship. We
have to smile back of our sleeve
when some apoplectic orator
shouts away about the necessity
of defending civilization with several million gallons of human
blood. Once in a while one of
these inspired orators lets slip the

interesting fact that, after all, we
can't let someone else take away
our business. Senator Claude Pepper, one of the more eloquent
advocates of direct aid to Great
Britain, claims tearfully that we
shall lose all our profits if the
Nazis dominate the seven seas and
all the continents. This sniffie
leaves us unimpressed. First of all,
we have our strong doubts whether
the American businessman will
take a licking on the marketplace
without putting up a strong fight.
Secondly, if we are to fight the
Nazis only because they threaten
to take away our profits, then the
fight will proceed from a very
poor and inglorious provocation.
Rather than fight the Third
Reich to protect our profits, we
should engage in some good,
healthy hand-to-hand fighting at
home. The fact that millions of
American citizens do not have adequate housing, decent jobs, or sufficient food is a disgrace and a
peril to our civilization. If our
economy would concern itself with
developing material well-being in
this country, we would have less
need to worry about overseas profits. The peaceful development of
the commercial possibilities in the
two American continents is infinitely preferable to slaughtering
a million or more of our young
men. Violence never brings lasting
profits or ultimate peace.
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Death of Trotsky
r;:oN TROTSKY is dead. If we
are justified in attaching any
significance at all to the last words
spoken by the arch-Communist as
he lay on the floor of his library,
writhing in a pool of blood, we
must take for granted that he was
murdered at the instigation of Josef Stalin's OGPU.
Trotsky took the sword when
he was in power. Now he himself
has perished by the sword. Many
thousands of men and women
were imprisoned and done to
death after he and Lenin had succeeded in establishing the Soviet
regime in Russia. Now he himself
has been brutally swept from the
path of the man who rules the vast
land of the Muscovites with a rod
of iron.
Unfortunately we can take no
comfort from the fact that the
house of Communism appears to
be divided against itself. Its influence is powerful in spite of the
Trotsky-Stalin feud. Subtly and
stubbornly its dupes and its devotees continue to preach their
subversive doctrines. Democratic
forms of government are thorns in
their flesh. They espouse the oneparty state-the state in which
there is not the slightest vestige of
tolerance. In other words, they demand totalitarianism. Freedom of
speech, press, and religion are taboo wherever the theories of Trotsky and Stalin gain control. Com-

I
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munism makes the individual a
slave of the ruling clique. It does
its utmost to root out the religion
of Jesus Christ.
The assassination of Trotsky
has not abated the baneful influence of the Comintern. In point
of fact, it has added fuel to the
zeal of the thousands of rabid
Communists who consider it their
bounden duty to compel the world
at large to accept their notions of
government. Trotsky is now a
martyr in their sight. The high
priest of Communism who dwells
in the Kremlin has finally managed to "liquidate" the ex-high
priest of Communism who was biding his time as an exile in Mexico.
A quarrel between two rivals has
been ended with an Alpenstock;
but the unholy principles for
which both men have been standing these many years are now
threatening civilization and Christianity with more vigor and more
fanaticism than ever before.

More on the I.Q.
TWO years ago, THE CRESSET
declared that "there are some
who hearken wisely to a still, small
voice which whispers into their
ears that it may be inadvisable to
put too much implicit trust in the
eloquently espoused I.Q." We
were sure at that time that our
comment was by no means out of

8
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place; but our conviction has been
greatly intensified by some exceedingly pertinent remarks made a
few weeks ago by Dr. David
Wechsler, chief psychologist of
Bellevue Hospital, at the annual
meeting of the American Psychological Association. "Clinical or
practical experience," said the
noted scientist, "shows that even
the best-regarded tests of intelligence give only incomplete measures of the individual's capacity
for intelligent behavior. The most
important reason for the low forecasting efficiency of the intelligence
tests as now construed is that they
measure effectively only a portion
and not all of the abilities entering
into intelligent behavior. They
do not test the non-intellective
factors generally described as temperament. These non-intellective
factors, whether included or not in
our current intelligence tests, form
part and parcel of what is ultimately necessary for human behavior. The most important factor
in educational achievement in
some cases does not lie in ability
but in temperament."

Are We Getting the Facts?
AS THE aerial Blitzkrieg over
r t Britain continues, the American press persistently paints a
rather optimistic picture of the

situation over there, citing the apparent impregnability of the British defenses, praising the British
morale, emphasizing the destruction inflicted by R.A.F. bombers
upon German cities, harbors, and
industrial areas, and minimizing
the damage which England itself
has suffered from the incessant
Nazi air raids.
Now we strongly suspect that we
are not being told the whole truth
and that the situation in England
is much worse than the news dispatches from over there admit. On
the whole, the coverage of the war
by the American press has been
quite satisfactory, all things considered. Of recent weeks, however,
the influence of British propaganda on the news has become increasingly evident. And the British
censor is unquestionably wielding
his red pencil more and more
heavily as the German raids are intensified. It is inconceivable that
the ghastly rain of death from the
skies, day and night, has not
wrought indescribable havoc, both
upon life and property-much
more than we, far removed from
the scenes of horror, can ever realize.
Now the position of THE CRESSET with regard to the present conflict has been made abundantly
clear in these columns. We believe
that the preservation of democracy
is of supreme importance for our
civilization and that the triumph

'
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of totalitarianism would be one
of the greatest tragedies in the history of mankind. Moreover, we
have nothing but admiration for
the stamina and the heroism which
the English people are displaying
in this hour of travail and terror.
At the same time, however, there
can be no doubt that the cause of
democracy is best served by the
truth. No matter how deep our
sympathy for that cause, no matter
how vital our interest in it, we shall
get no benefit from a distortion of
the facts. The experiences of the
past months have shown that hollow optimism - is hardly an adequate defense against the relentless
drive of the Nazi machine. Indeed,
only if we know the facts shall we
be able to prepare our own defenses
properly and plan our own course
of action intelligently. We must
judge and decide and act on the
basis of facts, not of mere wishful
thinking-and it is up to the press
to give us those facts.

As November Approaches
THE political campaign of 1940
has now shifted into second
gear.... True to form, the atmosphere is rapidly becoming blue
with charges and counter-charges.
... It is the old game of the "outs"
versus the "ins." ... The usual display of breast-beating and table-
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pounding, of pointing with pride
and viewing with alarm. . . .
Or to put it more succinctly:
"Bologna." ... We would be much
happier if the politicians made
fewer promises. . . . Then they
would have fewer to break.
The primaries thus far have
witnessed a number of surprising
upsets ... some for better, others
for worse .... As a result, the U. S.
Senate will be minus some familiar
faces .... Utah's veteran King... .
Arizona's polysyllabic Ashurst... .
West Virginia's braying Holt.
. . . Nebraska's unpredictable
Burke. . . . North Dakota's freelancing Frazier ... and others....
And then, again, there are some
who should have been upset, and
weren't . . . . For example, "The
Man" Bilbo ... a blotch upon the
fair name of Mississippi .... Why
he was ever renominated will remain one of the mysteries of the
1940 campaign. . . . And the
Pendergast puppet, Harry S. Truman ... Missouri's gift to democracy.... He coasted in over the
prostrate forms of the rival "reform" candidates, Stark and Milligan, who had succeeded in killing
each other off.... Which tempts
us to pause here and deliver ourselves of a homily . . . or something....
Strangely, within the space of
two weeks the political scene was
marred by a trio of tragedies . . .
the death of Senator Lundeen in
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an airplane crash ... the sudden
demise of Speaker Bankhead ...
the automobile wreck that killed
famed Glenn Frank, Wisconsin
senatorial aspirant. ... All three
tragedies may have a vital bearing
on future political developments.
Now over to the presidential
campaign . . . . It is rapidly gaining momentum. . . . Too much
momentum, some opine, for Willkie to keep up with it.... Is W.
W. really slipping? ... Is he only
a "flash in the pan"? ... So the
New Dealers say, whilst they rub
their hands in glee .... And there
is many a Republican, particularly
of the Old Guard, who is muttering that the Willkie bubble has
burst. ... He talks too much, they
complain.... He has given assent
to too many of the Roosevelt
policies, leaving him nothing distinctive to offer.... The G.0.P.
veterans gripe that he doesn't
listen to them ... and that every
time he speaks he loses more votes.
Well, what about it? . . . Is
Willkie only a portlier, breezier
Alf Landon? ... or is he the white
hope of democracy? ... It is still
too early to tell. . . . Without
doubt, he is "green" at the game
of politics .... But that may not
be such a bad thing, at that ....
We may not agree with all his
views .... And there can certainly
be no excuse for his brash and
profane statement about Chicago.

. . . That was one of a series of
blunders that are bound to cost
him votes .... But we do admire
his independence and his fundamental honesty. . . . Anyway,
Wendell on the hustings presents
an interesting sight . . . . And we
venture one guess .... Before November rolls around, canny Joe
Martin & Co. will see to it that
most of the rough corners are
knocked off the Pride of Elwood. . . .
And now, My Friends . . . the
country squire in the White House
... still knocking 'em dead ... .
Ah, those mellifluous tones . . . .
He could tell you that white is
black .... And you would have to
concede that it is at least a dark
grey. . . . In the newsreels every
shot of the classic Rooseveltian
countenance still brings down the
house.... When F.D.R. turns on
the old Personal Magnetism, vital
issues suddenly seem unimportant
at least, to a lot of people.
Which, we venture to suggest, is a dangerous thing. . . .
The Roosevelt strategy in the
current campaign is, as always,
masterfully adroit. ... He will not
cheapen the presidential office by
debating with his opponent. . . .
He professes a lofty disdain for the
trivialities of partisan politics ....
He has no time for campaigning.
... He is too busy with the international situation . . . and with
making nonpolitical dedicatory
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speeches .... All of which explains
why Republicans get apoplexy....
The general impression in the
Democratic camp seems to be that
it's "in the bag" ... The Gallup
Poll shows the candidates running
neck and neck . . . . But September is not November. . . . And
there are those who feel that the
doctrine of the Indispensable Man
is the issue upon which this campaign will be lost or won. . . .
Vice-Presidential nominee Wallace is bearing the brunt of the
campaigning.... Personally, one
of the finest characters in public
life, we think ... although many
violently oppose his policies and
methods. . . . And he knocked a
foul into the bleachers when, in his
acceptance speech, he branded the
Republicans as the "appeasement
party." ... Just as Willkie made
a boner when he accused F.D.R. of
advising Hitler and Mussolini to
"sell Czechoslovakia down the
river." ... Neither side will gain
from such rash and inflammatory

charges .... How about sticking to
the real issues, boys? ... You have
some choice ones this time.
Well, within a few weeks it'll
all be over but the shouting ...
and the squawking.... The great
game of politics . . . America's
favorite pastime.... But lest you
get too cynical, give a thought to
totalitarian Europe .... After all,
when you go into your voting
booth on Tuesday, November 5,
you will have the choice of several
places to ·mark your "X," and not
just one.... Take a second look
at your ballot on election day... .
It may seem unwieldly to you .. .
but it's the symbol of democracy
... and it's a different kind of ballot than a dictator would hand
you ....
We have no advice to offer as to
how you should vote. . . . But
when you cast your ballot on November 5, thank God that you
have more than one place to mark
that "X."

Iowa Day Lilies
You rocket toward the sun
Until you are aware suddenly of your roots,
And the dream breaks . . . forever.
Yet no blackness takes you.
You lift your trumpets at the roadside
And become great choirs of brass
That hymn the insolent sun.
HELEN MYRTIS LANGE

I
section reserved for that purpose,
lit the oil stove, waited for the
blue flame (even here blue is the
color of heat, just as in meetings
of church committees), set the pot
on the fire, and sat down to await
results .... A little of "Walden"
in these woods while the coffee
was boiling toward fruition would
surely be appropriate .... Unhappily, one of Thoreau's chiseled
sentences was broken by a sizzle
and a pop .... They carried a note
of finality. . . . Hurried reconnoitering. . . . Either too much
water or too much heat-or both .
. . . Must remember that. ... AdBy 0. P. KRETZMANN justments. . . . Turn down the
wick, pour out half the water....
"All the trumpets sounded Back to Thoreau ... .
for him on the other side"
It is finished now .... Curiously,
though, it tastes like fried sausages.
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
... I have just spent ten golden
minutes rummaging through the
kitchen, looking for the remnants
A Book of Hours
of sausages .... If something tastes
7:30 A.M.
like sausages, there must be sausTHIS is the way to write a col- ages around somewhere.... When
umn . . . . My books are 500 things go wrong with a man or
miles southeast . . . . The nearest with coffee, one must examine
telephone is eight miles west. ... both heredity and environment.
When I came here last Saturday, I . .. Was the man who lived here
asked for a typewriter.... Just to before me an iconoclast who kept
be sure .... There was none .... his sausages in the coffee pot? ...
I have just completed the process If he did, I should like to meet
of making the morning coffee .... him .... His approach to the probAfter drawing the water from the lems of living ought to be refreshwell, I carried it into the house, ing....
poured it into the bottom of the
Whatever the cause, my coffee
pot, deposited some coffee in the is now beside me, safe and warm

The
PILGRIM
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in a cup.
. Without a handle.
. . . Sausages and coffee vie gallantly in aroma .... It doesn't matter.
... I have friends who insist that
a thing must always look and
smell like itself. . . . They have
lost the charm of surprise, of the
unexpected. . . . My coffee tastes
like sausages, and I like it. . . .
You will remember what Touchstone said about Audrey, his rustic
lady-love, in the forest of Arden,
long ago: '"Tis a poor thing, my
lords, but my own." ...
8:00 A.M.
Fifty feet from my door a lake
laps gently against the shore ....
Now in September a deep hush
hovers above these Northern
woods. . . . The good earth waits
again for her long sleep .... September is her twilight hour up
here .... Heavy with the memory
of the heat of summer, light with
the quietness of coming rest ....
It is, however, the hush of preparation, not of death .... Whoever
said something about the "stillness" of nature? ... Though this
morning is almost windless, the
air is full of sound.... The murmur of the wind in the tops of the
tall oaks and pines, the rustle of
underbrush, the squeaking and
chirping of unseen creatures, the
occasional crackle of a twig. . . .
There is something incredibly
ceaseless and sure about these
whispers of God's world.... No
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doubt they change in pitch and
tempo as the seasons move . . . .
When the first snow flies, the
sounds on the ground will diminish, and the note of the wind will
rise .... But they will go on ...
go on despite all that men may do
to shut them out. . . . Once they
were the accompaniment of David'ssong in the longnightwatches.
. . . Solomon heard them as he
wrote about the ancestors of the
ant now scurrying about my feet.
... To hear them again is to know
the peace of perspective .... They
will not be silenced until their last
reverent hush is broken by the
choirs of eternity....
10:00 A.M.
I have been trying to say this to
Red, the squirrel whose friendship
I have won with peanuts judicious! y placed. . . . In the general
scheme of things, I suppose, I am
more valuable than he is. . . . I
attend meetings, make speeches,
and put little black words on
white paper, while he gathers nuts,
cleans his paws, and takes good care
of himself.... Since my activities
are more important, I have earned
the right to talk to him-and he
should listen .... Besides, I'm older
than he is. . . . A moment ago I
lured him to the side of the car
with a trail of peanuts, so that he
could listen to the morning broadcast of news .... Together, with a
peanut and a pencil in our respec-
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tive paws, we heard the weary
voice of the announcer: "London
experienced its greatest air raid
today. Early estimates indicate
that 2,000 people were killed. A
heavy cloud of smoke hangs over
the entire region, from the
Thames estuary to the heart of the
city. The Air Ministry has announced, however, that during the
night the Royal Air Force bombed
Berlin. Thousands of tons of explosives were dropped over the
city. Only four planes failed to return." . . .
I turned the button off, and
the sounds of God's world came
back like music. . . . Red's
eyes, I am quite sure, were incredulous .... Was there even a
glimmer of contempt? ... Time
for an explanation .... It had to
be put in language which a squirrel could understand. . . . "You
see, Red," I began, "some of my
fellowmen believe that they
haven't enough 'Lebensraum,'
while others think that they will
lose their freedom .... How would
you like it, if somebody tried to
confine you to five trees when you
need six to live? . . . Or what
would you do if someone threatened to take away your freedom
so that you could say and do only
what some big squirrel wanted you
to say and do? ... Well, you see,
Red, that's the trouble .... That's
why they're dropping bombs on
ea~h other and why little children

lie crushed under a sky which gives
them, instead of sun and rain,
only uncomprehended death." ...
I am sure Red was listening, but
the sound of my words was like
the sound of the wind to him,
mysterious and incomprehensible.
... He looked appraisingly at the
peanut in his paws. . . . Food
would be scarce in December,
when the snows would lie deep
and the winds would come from
the North .... Better not become
involved in abstract questions ....
He looked longingly at the bag of
peanuts on the ground beside me.
... In a sudden gesture, I dumped
them out .... Red still had both
"Lebensraum" and freedom. . ..
In a small way, I would help him
to keep them. . ..
12:00 M.

I have just finished a long conversation with Mr. Ansber, who
lives up the lake a piece.... He
is the only man in the region who
stays here all the year 'round....
Nobody seems to know how old he
is, but local gossip has it that he is
nearing eighty.... Whatever his
years, his step is firm and his eye
clear. . . . This morning he told
me about the dark and evil ways
of woodchucks, the relentless
enemies of his few cabbages, potatoes, tomatoes, and carrots. . . .
Woodchuck hunters who read this
column will be interested in Mr.
Ansber's approach to the prob-
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lem.... "The suckers (everything
bad is a sucker to Mr. Ansber)
never come in the daytime . . . .
Early in the morning or just before dark. That's when they hit
my cabbages .... Chew everything
right down to the ground, yes, sir.
... But I got 'em .... Thirteen in
one day.... Only the last two I
got with a .22 and didn't hit 'em
right. ... Hit a woodchuck with
a .22, and it can still run a couple
hundred feet, maybe from here to
that pine over there .... But what
do them suckers do? ... Instead
of runnin' for their hole, they
make a beeline for my cabin and
crawl under. ... There's nothing
smells worse under your cabin
than a dead woodchuck, except
maybe a dead skunk or two dead
woodchucks.... Well, I had two
of 'em under there, and the ground
kinda slopes up, as you see, so
there's a foot in front underneath
and hardly no room in back ....
Well, that's where them suckers
went, and I had to get me a long
stick with a nail in it and lay on
my stummick under there for
more'n hour until I could git 'em
out. . . . I tell you, them suckers
is smart and ornery.... I got 'em
all, though, and there ain't been a
woodchuck round here for nigh on
two weeks." . . .
1:00 P.M.
Strange, how quickly one can reduce (or lift) life to its essential
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needs . . . . The sun has disappeared, and a cold wind blows
from the Nor th. . . . I go to the
woodpile to garner enough logs to
keep the fire going until morning.
. . . My piece de resistance is a
great knotty, wet log, which I
hope will smolder all through the
night.... When I lifted it from
its place in the pile, a dozen
strange creatures-spiders and
bugs-scurried in all directions.
Although one big bug ran
faster than the rest, I could have
killed him with a stroke of my
hand .... I didn't .... My sense
of irony prevailed .... I am quite
sure that he was the big bug who
sat on a splinter and assured all
the little bugs that life would go
on like this indefinitely, that there
would be no change, and that no
strange sunlight would ever disturb their dark and moldy world.
. .. Perhaps he even said that they
were the strongest group it?- the
entire woodpile .... Weren't they
living on the biggest and wettest
log in the whole world? ... Had
it not lain like this from time immemorial, the memory of the oldest bug running not to the contrary? ... The world was stable,
governed by immutable laws, and
he, the big bug, knew them all.
. .. Little bugs had only one duty
in life-to listen to him. . . .
Well, I let him live .... On another log, farther down in the pile,
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he will have some tall explaining
to do .... I am quite sure that he
will talk about social forces, economic stresses, and the continuing
need for listening to old and big
bugs.... And all the time the only
explanation for the upheaval of his
world lies in the simple fact that
a certain person decided to use it
for a certain purpose unknown to
the big bug because he was born
blind....
But I have digressed .... Back
to simple things . . . . After the
wood is in, I pump water from the
well and proceed to make lunch.
. . . The secret of all good housekeeping is its eventual reduction
to a routine which requires no
thought .... The mind should be
free to turn to more important
matters .... There are three burners on the oil stove .... The coffee
pot goes on one, the can of soup
on the second, and the beans on
the third. . . . This arrangement
enables me to place the minutes of
the Board of Trustees of a university on top of the ice-box, where I
can read them and still keep an
eye on the coffee, the soup, and
the beans .... When the smell of
all three, in a certain indefinable,
harmonious blend, reaches the corner where the ice-box stands-then
I know that lunch is ready. . . .
The whole process has required
only three minutes of conscious
activity, and meanwhile I have
learned that also the Boards of

Trustees of univers1t1es have
problems which cannot be solved
in terms of yesterday....
6:00 P.M.
In this latitude the coming of
twilight is a study in slow inevitability.... It is no accident that
poets of the North have sung
much of dusk. . . . It comes so
slowly that it gives them time to
think, and Wordsworth's definition of poetry as "emotion recollected in tranquillity" is rooted
here .... The coming of darkness
is a movement upward. . . . The
shadows which have lurked all day
under the aspens and the pines
begin their march toward the
stars .... From my boat I can see
them creep up over the shore until only the highest hill is still part
of the waning day .... The wind
dies down to a whisper, and the
birds are suddenly silent ... .
And so night falls . . . . I have
never been able to understand
those who say that all this-the
perfect order and the sublime tenderness of twilight-is the result
of fortuitous chance .... Here, if
ever, the world speaks in silent
eloquence of a Creator Whose
hand is upon the hills and Whose
voice is in the wind .... And suddenly I am very content.... This
is the God Who put the drums
into the thunder and fixed the
thoughtfulness of the hills . . .
Who sends twilight now, and dawn
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soon . . . Who holds the glowing
worlds above my head and the
shadows beneath my feet .... Nor
can I forget that He is the same
God Who has lived out the centuries in tireless patience and that
His ways have not yet turned aside

from pity.... And this is the God
Who once came here, through the
stars and the suns, to touch the
straw of a manger and to watch the
twilight creep over the Mount of
Olives....

Hollywood
"The movie industry is encumbered with confusion,
intrigue, and that form of business madness which always
accompanies excessive size. Sensitive not to morals but
only to criticism of its morality on the screen, it retains
Will Hays as a sort of bishop of Hollywood to give a
pretense of toadying to any small group of vocal censors.
Integrity of author, director, or actor can seldom survive .
. . . What it lacks in simple honesty it attempts to conceal
behind elaborate sets and extravagant productions."MoRRIS ERNST.

Faith
"It would be instructive to listen in to a debate between the phagocytes which inhabit the human frame.
Hard-headed phagocytes would perhaps argue that the
universe in which they lived, the body of Arnold Lunn
or of the reader as the case may be, was a purely material
universe, untenanted by any mind higher than the mind
of a phagocyte, and they would pour scorn on their opponents as sentimentalists whose belief in higher intelligences represent the backwash of an unscientific age. It
is as ridiculous for a man not to believe in God, as for a
phagocyte not to believe in man."-ARNOLD LUNN.
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The religion of Jesus covers all the areas
of human life.

IS CHRISTIANITY A
WORLD VIEW?
c=

By A

CONTRIBUTOR

HAT is Christianity? Is
it simply an offshoot of
the tribal cultus of the
ancient Hebrews, as the proponents of the German Neo-Paganism blatantly proclaim? Is it just
an opiate for the masses, as Stalin
dins into the ears of his lethargic
followers? Is it a narrow, outmoded system of dogma which
must be relegated to the limbo of
antiquity since it has no vital appeal to the advanced thought and
the complex life of the twentieth
century, as our modern streamlined religionists blandly inform
us? Or is it a world-view that covers all areas of human life, that
governs the relationships of present-day men and women, that
speaks with authority concerning
the life of the State, that exerts
real influence upon the morals
and the culture and the thought
of the twentieth century?
Yes, Christianity is such a world-

view. It is infinitely more than
that, of course. Christianity is
primarily a system of redemption.
But Christians too often forget
that Christianity is not only the
way of salvation, but in a secondary sense also a world-view-the
only satisfactory and successful
world-view that mankind has ever
known. By this we mean that, as a
world-view, it is a philosophy of
ethics, of government, of business,
of every phase of human relationships, that is at once all-embracing
and universal and timeless and
absolute. Christianity is not a department of life, but it covers all
of life. And is it not the fact that
the adherents of Christianity have
so commonly lost sight of this tremendously important aspect of
their Faith that accounts for the
curtailment and restriction of
Christianity':i influence upon contemporary developments and relationships? It is high time that more
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Christians awaken to the fact that
their religion is not something
ethereal, but is intensely practical,
and that while Christianity raises
a man's head above the clouds, it
keeps his feet planted firmly on the
ground.

Christianity-State-IndiYidual
In these days a dramatic spectacle has been unfolding before
our eyes-the division of the nations into two opposing camps,
representing conflicting and mutually exclusive ideologies: totalitarianism on the one hand and
democracy on the other. What is
the voice of Christianity regarding these divergent systems of
government, these schools of economic and political thought that
have become locked in mortal
combat? Which of the prevailing
governmental philosophies more
nearly harmonizes with that of
Christianity? Totalitarianism, parading under the colors of German Naziism or Italian Fascism
or, for that matter, Russian Communism, or in any other guise?
Totalitarianism, which reduces
the individual to the status of a
marionette in a gigantic puppetshow, with the controlling strings
all in the hands of the dictator?
Totalitarianism, which makes of
the individual a mere pawn of the
state, which ruthlessly ignores personal rights, which turns the free-
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dom of the press, of the radio, of
speech, of worship, and of the ballotbox into a hollow mockery,
which crushes every vestige of
opposition beneath the grinding
heel of the dictator, and which
raises a smokescreen of hatred,
misrepresentation, and propaganda to blind the people to the
superior advantages of the inhabitants of the democratic countries?
Totalitarianism, which rewrites
history with a contemptuous disregard for the truth, in order to
suit the dictator's fancy and to
bolster the grandiose claims of the
Party by creating a synthetic background of national glory and virtue? Does totalitarianism sound as
though it were compatible with
the ideals of liberty, fraternity,
honesty, and charity that are represented by the Christian philosophy? Judge for yourself.
What about democracy? The
democracies, we admit, are far
from perfect; they are shot
through with flaws and defects;
there is many a weak spot in their
armor. But at least in the few remaining democracies of the world
a man can still call his soul his
own; he can still vote his convictions; he can still express his ideas
without living in constant fear of
being hauled away to a concentration camp; he can still obtain
a reasonably clear and accurate
view of world opinion and world
developments by reading his daily
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newspaper or by listening to his
radio; he can still worship according to the dictates of his conscience; he is still judged according to what he himself is and
does, not according to what racial
antecedents he happens to bear
or what creed he happens to profess. He is still a freeborn soul
whose rights must be respected,
and not a human automaton.
A fundamental Christian tenet
is the importance of the individual in the scheme of human
affairs. The most valuable thing
on earth is the human soul. The
logical conclusion, therefore, is
that, according to the Christian
outlook, the State exists for man,
and not man for the State. As a
result, we cannot help but feel
that the democratic philosophy,
with all its imperfections, approaches more nearly to the ideal
of the Christian world-view, with
its emphasis on the importance of
the individual. When Christ told
His followers, "The truth shall
make you free" and, "Ye shall be
free indeed," He referred of
course to spiritual freedom, the
liberty of the redeemed. But is it
not His will and intention that
the spiritual freedom of the Kingdom of God should be attended
by physical and mental and material freedom in the kingdoms of
this world? For, after all, they are
but the scaffold for the rearing
of the edifice of Church. After

all, history shows that in the
average Christian spiritual freedom has flourished best where
it has been accompanied by such
physical and mental and material
freedom. We realize, to be sure,
that great souls can enjoy spiritual
freedom even while confined within prison walls or while languishing in a dungeon. But the rule still
holds that in general the work of
the Kingdom has progressed and
prospered to the greatest degree
when it has enjoyed the blessing
of freedom from temporal restriction or domination.
We do not mean to imply that
Christianity and democracy are
to be identified. The New Testament has not specified the form
of government which the nations
of the earth are to adopt, and the
purpose of the Christian Church
is not to make the world safe for
democracy, but to make it safe for
the building of the Kingdom of
God. The Church, it is true, has
lived under all forms of government from Nero to Hitler-under
emperors and kings and dictators
and presidents. The Church of
Christ cannot be extinguished, no
matter under what system of government it is compelled to live.
But it just so happens that democracy is the form of government under which God's Kingdom has flourished best since the
Reformation and under which His
Gospel has had the freest course,
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unhampered by any dictator's
ukase, free from the ambitions of
those who would fit the Church
into the straitjacket of nationalism and make the Body of Christ
the bond-maiden of the State. And
Democracy is the governmental
system which gives the freest play
to the ideals of the dignity of the
human soul and the importance
of the individual which are fundamental to the philosophy of the
New Testament. And so the
Church of Christ has a stake in the
preservation of democracy.
According to the Christian
world-view, the State not only has
the obligation to insure the security of its citizens, but those citizens have the duty to strive for the
preservation of the principles of
liberty and equality within their
own borders-and, incidentally, to
wield their influence by legitimate
and pacific means for the dissemination of those principles beyond
their own borders-as well as to
labor earnestly and unswervingly
for their country's welfare. The
thirteenth chapter of Romans has
never been improved upon as a
manual for good citizenship-and
that dictum of the Apostle Paul is
the essence of the Christian philosophy concerning the relationship between the government and
the governed. Read it over-and
then ask yourself whether Christianity is a world-view, covering all
the areas of human life.
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Has the Church Failed?
"The Church has failed" is a
popular shibb?leth among the
detractors of Christianity. But has
it? Yes-that is, certain sections of
the external organization of the
Church have failed-and that
most miserably. But Christianity
has not failed. And those sections
of the external body of the
Church that have clung to the essentials of Christianity have not
failed.
It is misguided churchmen who
have failed, because of their inept
efforts to modernize a Gospel that
needs no modernization since it
is timeless, eternally up-to-date;
because of their pitiful delusion
that the body has suddenly become more important than the
soul; because, in their superior
wisdom, they have sought to improve upon the plan of God by
replacing the long view of the
hereafter with the short view of
the here. Churchmen who crusade against capitalism instead of
against sin, who prate about slum
clearance and raising the standards of living and abolishing unemployment and combating disease and improving industrial
relationships, who have discarded
the saving Gospel for the social
Gospel-these are the men who
have caused the stigma of failure
to attach to the Church by their
unconscionable blundering. The
fact that the Christian world-

___J
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view has not gained more widespread acceptance and has not
exerted a more telling effect upon
the relationships of men and upon
the policies of the nations is to a
large extent the responsibility of
those who have distorted the true
and essential message of Christianity and who have blown the
trumpet with an uncertain sound.

And September 3, 1939, brought
their vaunted philosophy crashing down around their ears.
When will men learn to divorce
themselves from their own narrow inhibitions, from their own
petty predilections, and to grasp
the full import of that all-sufficient world-view that is Christianity?

Sally
You were so true, so gentle and forgiving,
So full of bounce and fun and joy of living!
So well you guarded what was ours, and kept
A loving vigil even while we slept,
And when the baby pulled your tail or ears
You were so patient. Suffer me these tears.
Last night a cruel hand struck out with deathSome cruel heart begrudged you life and breathSomeone who found he could not come and take
Whatever he might wish with you awake.
You never harmed a soul in all your hours,
And you were even careful of the flowers
And walked around them gently; and our house
You made unwelcome to the rat and mouse.
You were so quiet-never barked at night
Unless invaders came; and in your sight
We were as gods. Your courage kept my fear
Of loneliness away through year on year.
Now you are gone, a friend who has departed,
And those you loved are sad and heavy hearted.
-DORIS

R.

KRUDOP
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To you and me "Burma Road"
may have no such significance,
but be only the highway through
farther India into China which
supplied the Chinese with warmaterial when the ports were
closed, until the Burma route was
closed, too, by British orders. The
blocked Burma Road does not
mean high romance but death by
Japanese bombers to many a
Chinese civilian.
However, there is "The Road to
Mandalay," in the same area of
the Orient, and no one who
knows Kipling's poem but, whenever the title is mentioned, hears
the paddles chunkin' as the dawn
comes up over Mandalay. And so
it is with "The Vale of Kashmir";
and "Under the Southern Cross";
and "The High Sierras" -and
with "The Sources of the Nile";
and "The Mountains of the
Moon" -and so on: an almost endless list.
Such place-names have a fascination for all of us, whatever
our reading may have been, and
the writers of all ages have felt
the spell and have made use of
the appeal to the imagination
which resides in the names and
designations of places.
When George Whitefield, the
great Methodist revivalist of the
eighteenth century, pronounced
the word "Mesopotamia," it
would move his hearers to tears.
There is no reason why it should

THE

ALEMBIC
By

THEODORE

GRAEBNER

"The world cares little for
anything a man has to utter
that has not previously
been distilled in the alembic of his life."
HOLLAND, Gold-Foil

~Place-names may have a
witchery for which it is difficult to
account-as when lately a newspaper columnist confessed himself
intrigued by the references to the
Burma Road in the . press dispatches. "A place of sheer poetry,"
he called it, "fraught with connotations of high romance. It suggests," he went on, "strange seas
and unpredictable winds, unspeakable danger and wondrous
delights.''
23
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have had that effect-except
something in the way Whitefield
pronounced it- (and we know,
for one thing, that he used the
"a" as in "father" where it occurs
in the word).
You know, too, that Charles
Stephen Foster selected the Swanee
River for his famous poem of nostalgia, though he never longed for
that Georgia stream, had never seen
it, knew no one who had ever
been there, but was guided by the
sound of the word only. And what
a stroke of genius it was when he
selected it from among the names
read to him by a friend from the
map!
Some successful writers have
had a peculiar flair for inventing
fine place-names-I need remind
you only of Shang-Ri-La in Lost
Horizons,, and of Manderley in
Rebecca. You will be able to
think of many more.

~Yoho and Yosemite. I will
confess that the name Yoho Valley had something to do with
drawing me to that lovely spot
in the Canadian Rockies two
years ago. It had long been music
in my ears. No one knows the
origin of Yoho. Some say it is
Indian; others, that it was simply
an exclamation of delight when
white men first entered that valley of the Banff country. At any
rate, it is a very lovely name. And
so are some of the other names of

this region. I am writing in the
foyer of a famous Canadian Pacific Railway institution overlooking Lake Louise. There's a name!
Imagine that the lovely blue expanse of glacial water were called
by any other name-would it so
linger on the tongue, and would
it so draw the visitors from all over
the globe? I wonder. Lake Louise,
Sunwapta Pass, Athabasca Glacier, Mount Assiniboine-what
names! how well suited to these
majestic geographic sites! And
who would exchange Yosemite or
Tahoe for any other name for
those enchanting spots?
I suppose there is nothing in
this country or elsewhere that will
compare with "Mt. Everest."
There is certain! y poetry in that
word, and it is unintended, Everest having been the name of a
British officer, if my memory
serves me, who first of all Europeans saw (or measured the
height of?) the great Himalayan
peak, higher than any other in the
world. And whether you pronounce the word with the main
accent on the second or the third
syllable, Himalaya also is a tremendous word, and we cannot
imagine the greatest mountain
range on the earth's surface called
by any other name.
There is also a certain natural
fitness in the names of great cities,
altogether distinct, as in the examples of lakes and mountains I
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have been quoting, from their
meaning. Certainly the names of
London, Bombay, Koeln, Chicago-you will remember a dozen
others-have about them something that makes them, by reason
of their sound, yes, even of their
appearance in print, peculiarly
suitable for the cities of which
they are the designations.

~The Philistine has had his
day, I am sorry to admit, in the
naming of some of our American
sites of scenic attractiveness.
Whenever the old Indian names
have been retained, the union of
the name and of what the eye beholds is as a rule perfect. But
when the writers of guide-books
or the publicity agents of big
hotels had the decision in the
matter, the result has been deplorable. I confess that the names
given to some places of high
scenic interest have been so repellent to me as to kill all desire to
visit those spots. I detest and
abominate such names as "Inspiration Point," "Artists Point," in
the Yellowstone; and the "Garden
of the Gods" is only just a little
worse than "Royal Gorge" and
"Grand Canyon." Such names
sound like the invention of folk
who dote on Edgar Guest or of
the unknown literary geniuses
who give the names to the Pullman cars.
It may be said that any place-
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name which directly seeks to record a certain impression or to
make an appeal to the power of
"artistic" appreciation, is an
esthetic miss-fire. Possibly the
worst specimens of this mistaken
art are found revealed on the cottages of the various tourist camps
of the Middle West. They are one
reason, not the chief one, but still
a reason why I avoid these accommodations. One would feel like
a fool (or doesn't one?) when
spending a night in a little house
bearing the name "Barney Google" or at a camp called "Shirley
Temple Cottages"-though that
one has no doubt suffered a
change into something else as rich
and strange.
In the same degree we welcome
the names with historic associations, though it be local history
only that is reflected in the nomenclature. "Last Chance Gulch,"
near Helena, Mont., , brings up a
whole panorama of frontier lifethe prospectors' village, the trading post, the outlaws and vigilantes, the pack mule, the miner
with his pans, his tent and foodbag, the laborious climb up into
the gulch-one more attempt, the
last chance-and how they struck
it, with two thousand dollars'
worth of gold nuggets to a panful
of gravel! "Last Chance Gulch"
says the highway marker of 1940,
when the road passes the hills in
which there was gold.
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-lbt-serious and thoughtful people are the guests a.t the gr~at
hotels in the Canadian Rockies
this year. It was so at Banff,. at
Emerald Lake, at Lake Lomse.
No gaiety, practically no dancin.g,
little playful banter at table or m
the lobbies-it is a sedate crowd,
either citizens or guests of a country at war. When they rise at the
"God Save the King" at the end
of a recital or lecture, there is a
motionless assemblage, and the
musicians play the national air
with greater impre~siven~ss t~an
in other years and with a lmgermg
on the final notes.
Also in Glacier National Park,
on the other side of the boundary,
and in Yellowstone, there was little of the vacation spirit as we
know it from former years. Mostly
quiet and serious p~ople ~ho are
making their vacation tnps but
whose thoughts seem to be elsewhere. Little groups gather for
quiet conversation. But there may
be three hundred people gathered
at the Many Glacier Hotel, or five
hundred at the Canyon Hotel in
Yellowstone, and the usual din of
conversation is strangely absent.
There is a burden on the minds
of the ma'jority of these people.
With most it is the uncertainty of
the future which, as a result of
New Deal regulations of industry
and commerce, weighs heavily upon those responsible for the conduct of large affairs. With all,

there is the consciousness of the
tremendous struggle of England
and Nazi Germany, with what it
portends for civilization and what
it may mean for our own country.
Here in Canada there is, in addition, the concern of these loyal
people for the future of Great
Britain and the British empire,
and many, no doubt, have the
more immediate worry about sons
and brothers serving in the Battle of Britain or about to join
the expeditionary forces.
.
It is not the usual gay vacation
crowd, on either side of the line.
Possibly it is a group of vacationers which, more than in other
years, when the enjoyment of life,
on the physical side, was uppermost, now is able to rejoice in the
work of the Creator who has
sculptured these mountains, who
has hung the glaciers on their
slopes, and who has given this
cobalt blue to Emerald Lake and
Lake Louise. After all, it is only
the chastened, repentant heart that
can fully appreciate the evidences
of that divine glory which is shed
abroad over these incomparable
Rockies of the Great Divide and
the Columbia Icefield.
-lbt-Grandeur. The Columbia
Icefield is one of the marvels of
·the world, but because the area
could be reached only by a tenday trip with pack train from
Jasper, not more than a handful
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of people had ever seen it until
the Banff-Jasper Road was opened
this summer. The Icefield is an
immense glacial cap covering 150
square miles. It rests upon the
Great Divide and buries under
millions of tons of ice peaks which,
like Snow Dome, rise higher
than eleven thousand feet. Within its frigid body three rivers find
life-the Columbia, flowing to the
Pacific, the Saskatchewan, which
makes its way to the Atlantic, and
the Athabaska, whose waters
finally reach the Arctic Ocean.
The entire seventy miles from
Lake Louise is thrilling enough,
with so many glaciers filling the
mountain slopes that one forgets
to count. But nothing can do justice to the magnificence of the picture that is revealed at the icefield
chalet. Left and right, behind and
beyond, forbidding masses of
black rock wall in the valley.
Along the crest of Snow Dome, a
gargantuan precipice of ice, bluegreen and hundreds of feet thick,
seems to be trying to press the
mountain into the earth. The
chalet is the only place I have ever
visited where the guests at the
table would rise between courses
and step to the window to gaze
at the landscape spread out before
them.
The editor of the Windsor Star
had been up the Jasper Road a
few days before we made our trip
and wrote a full-page illustrated
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story when he came home. Of the
foothills he says, "The sky is
usually that unbelievable blue
that comes with the pure washed
air of these high altitudes ... a
new world characterized by the
splendor of those distant mountains." But he confesses his inability to do justice to the magnificence of this Canadian highland:
Shakespeare might have been quite
satisfied with the English language.
He didn't have to describe the BanffJasper highway.
If words can't describe it, can art?
No, I'm afraid not. About the only
way any conception of its beauty can
be reached is to combine the power
of poetry at its finest, painting at
its most inspired level, and then
blend with them the descriptive genius of a Wagner, a Beethoven, and
a Mozart, all in one. That might
give you one-tenth of the appreciation that seeing this with your own
eyes can and does give.

It was only ten days later, while
traveling through the droughtstricken plains of Nebraska, however, that we found a new meaning for the word "grandeur." This
part of the state has not had a
fair crop for eight years, and more
recently the year's yield has been
almost nil. The blasted fields of
shriveled corn and the neglected
condition of farm houses and
barns spoke eloquently of the
years of deficient rainfall. We
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spoke to a young pastor about
the effect of so many wasted years
upon his people. Naturally, with
most farms having become the
property of the banks or of the
Federal Government, there would
not be a particularly buoyant
spirit among the farmers of this
area. "But," he added, "my people manage to keep up their courage. Small grain was not an entire
failure, although all the corn is
gone and they have no income in
sight for the winter. But with their
relief from the state they hope to
pull through, and most are so poor
now that they could not leave the
country if they wanted to. I have

one old couple that has lost everything. They told me lately that
they had agreed they would start
all over again. They will do what
they did when they came here as
pioneers some forty years ago.
They will raise a few chickens,
plant a garden, keep a cow and
two work-horses. They say they
are downhearted but not discouraged. With the help of God they
hope to make a success of their
new start."
There is grandeur in a courage
that trusts in God, when everything looks black, which has nothing to compare with it in the
grandeur of nature.

Escape
Your lilac hedges are no avail,
Nor the painted iron gate.
I am not enchanted by your tale.
Or drowsy peace of a laden grate.
My vision is one you cannot tame
To sit with folded hands in the dusk.
I must wander in sabots of flame
And break my songs from a thorny husk.
HELEN MYRTIS LANGE
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I
VERSE
The Minister
I

On lips of sin and clay,
Once dust, soon dust again,
He takes, in his small turn,
The glory of the Truth.
He speaks, a voice soon stilled;
But in his living voice
Are things that were and are
And evermore will be.
He speaks, a voice-not more,
To say what God has said.
He speaks, and through his clay
Is heard the Voice of Galilee.
II

In hands of sin and clay,
Once dust, soon dust again,
He takes the chaliced Wine,
He gives the riven Bread.
In this hushed, candled now
His transient hands go forth
As countless hands before,
As others still to be.
But by these woundless palms,
Through all the destined years,
The Hands that fed the Twelve
Have fed, still feed, His own.
RICHARD
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A Batch of Recordings
Provokes Ruminations

h I am sorting a batch of re•. cordings - recordings which
were played and reviewed shortly
after they had been unpacked but,
for some reason or other, have
been silent ever since. Priceless
masterpieces are engraved on
some of these discs; on others
there are compositions that do not
reach imposing heights. Artistry
that is noble and edifying is
mingled with ability that gives
pleasure but does not stir the discriminating listener to the very
quick. Shoddiness is conspicuous
by its absence.
It is fascinating beyond measure to replay these discs and to

set them in order. They conjure
up many thoughts and many recollections.
I find a recording of Mendelssohn's delightful Variations Serieuses, Op. 54, as played by that
high priest among pianists, Alfred Cortot. Where, I wonder, is
Cortot today? Is he still in Paris,
or did he join the hosts of refugees
who fled the great city before it
fell prey to the Nazi octopus? A
number of years ago, Cortot was
popular in Germany. His readings of the piano works of Robert
Schumann warmed the cockles of
thousands of German hearts. He
played the Etudes Symphoniques,
the Fantasy in C Major, and the
Kreisleriana as one having authority and not as the dozens upon dozens of piano-pounders who
were utterly unable to guide their
listeners through Schumann's garden of wonders. Cortot championed the Wagnerian music
dramas in Paris, and he was a
capable exponent of the works of
Johann Sebastian Bach. There
were carping adversaries, it is
true; but, for the most part, they
were not worthy of kissing the
hem of the Swiss-born artist's garment. A well-known pianist who
has given concerts on more than
one continent without ever
achieving outstanding success
once told me that Cortot did not
possess an all-embracing technic.
When I heard this same detractor
30
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in a private recital, I thought involuntarily of the disappointed
fox who was unable to reach the
luscious grapes that hung beyond
his reach.
"Do you still practice technical
exercises?" I once asked Cortot.
"By all means!" he replied. "I do
not always have access to a piano
when I am on tour; but I have
developed ways of keeping my
fingers and wrists in the proper
condition without the use of a
keyboard." He then proceeded to
show me some of the exercises he
had devised for the development
and the retention of digital skillexercises that can be done on a
table, on the arm of a chair, or, if
necessary, on one's leg. Later, Cortot seated himself at. a piano and
continued one of the most profitable discussions of piano-playing I have ever heard.

E11ery Inch a King

f\ Cortot is a gentleman and a
•. scholar. Besides, he is one of
those few artists who must be
numbered among the elect. His
technic is amazing; his musicianship is sensitive and refined. The
works of Chopin speak to us in
all their burning eloquence when
they are played by Cortot. He has
the rare ability to show us all the
many hues-both delicate and
brilliant-that are employed in
the exquisite tone-pictures of
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Claude Debussy. He is a master
of Dionysian bravura and of tender lyricism. Mawkishness and
empty bombast are alien to his
playing. Even the noisy claptrap
of Liszt's motheaten Second
Rhapsody becomes bearable when
it is set forth by an artist of his
consummate skill. Among pianists, Cortot is every inch a king.
If you are a pianist with a desire to improve your keyboardproficiency, then by all means
study Cortot's Rational Principles
of Pianoforte Technique. His
editions of the Etudes, the Preludes, and the Ballads of Chopin
are invaluable. The original technical exercises written by him for
Alberto Jonas' monumental Master School of Modern Piano Playing and Virtuosity are as helpful as
they are ingenious.
It was the great woman pianist,
Fannie Bloomfield Zeisler, who
first revealed to me the exquisite
workmanship
exemplified
in
Mendelssohn's Variations Serieuses. After I had heard her play
the composition in recital more
than thirty years ago, I determined to become acquainted
with all the piano music bequeathed to us by the extraordinarily gifted Jew who embraced
Christianity. It was an unforgettable experience; but, as my
knowledge and my understanding
of the works of such giants as
Bach, Mozart, Haydn, Beethoven,
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Brahms, Schubert, Wagner, and
Sibelius increased, I saw that
Mendelssohn, with all his polish,
grace, charm, and wit, cannot be
numbered among the greatest of
the great. Much of his music is
cloying. Some of it makes me feel
as though I were swimming in a
pool of syrup. "Mendelssohn in
his maturity," wrote the late
Philip Hale, "wrote his music as
he looks in his picture, smiling
and with a stickpin in his ruffled
shirt."
The Variations Serieuses is one
of Mendelssohn's best works. It is
inferior in quality to the Violin
Concerto, the Hebrides Overture,
the Italian Symphony, the Scotch
Symphony, and the delightful incidental music to Shakespeare's A
Midsummer Night's Dream; but it
is far above Elijah, the Reformation Symphony, and most of the
Songs Without Words.
Please do not think that my
estimate of Mendelssohn as a
composer is based on such superasininity as anti-Semitism. The
Jews have done great things for
music. Adolf Hitler has the power
to set the clock of music back in
Germany. He can ban the works
of Mendelssohn and other Jews
in the Third Reich; but his rantings on art and the mouthings of
Joe Gobbels on the same subject
are to Mendelssohn's music what
mud is to marble.
The Hebrides Overture (Fin-

gal's Cave) is a magnificent seascape. I can never listen to the
beautifully wrought work without
thinking of the first time I heard
a symphony orchestra. It was the
excellent organization maintained
in Chicago. In those days it was
called the Theodore Thomas Orchestra-in honor of its founder,
who was one of music's greatest
pioneers in the United States. The
conductor was Frederick Stock,
and the program began with Mendelssohn's Hebrides Overture.
Then came Schubert's Unfinished
Symphony. Ever since that evening, these two works have remained indelibly engraved in my
memory. I remember nothing
more about the concert. Little did
I think at that time that many
years later I would have the privilege of discussing music and musicians with Dr. Stock and of receiving from him a letter of
thanks for what I, in my humble
way, had written about his
achievements.

What of StraYinsky?

f\ Several readings of works
,;· from the pen of Igor Stravinsky remind me that the forwardlooking Russian continues to be
a bone of contention among those
who discuss modern music. Some
speak of him as a charlatan;
others declare without hesitation
that he is the king-pin among the
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The beginning of the Gospel of Saint Luke in a German
Bible printed by Ke>burger in Nuremberg in 1483-the' year
of Luther's birth.
It shows Saint Lt1ke writing and before his eyes are the
scenes he describes-"The Nativity" and "The Presentation."
"The Adoration of the Magi" is evidently an error because
it appears in Sa~nt Matthew.

TRE FIRST MEXICAN PRESS
This wooden press is believed to be the original equipment
brought from Spain by Ji1an Pablos in 1539. On the back
of one of the beams is burned the name of Pedro Ocharte,
successor of Pablos. The press is still standing in Mexico
City.
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THE MANUAL DE ADULTOS
This small page is reproduced from one of only three that
remain of the second book printed in the Western Hemi. sphere, at Mexico City in 1540. There was one earlier book,
printed in 1539, of which no fragment is extant.
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THE BAY PSALM BOOK
Herewith two pages of the first book printed in what is now
the United States, produced at the Stephen Daye Press,
Cambridge, in 1640.
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Ince thee before for aye.
Blef\: hath Iehovab lfracls·God
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Amen, yea and Amen;
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my foule it thtrfteth fore:
ob when {hall I come & appearc,
the face of God before. ·
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whik all the day they unco mee
where is thy God doe fay. .
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Paralleling the Mexican record, at l~.Stst two other pieces
are known to have been printed in 1639, but no specimens
have been found.
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These panels are from Edward Laning's mural on
the development of written communication, which
has just been completed
for the New York Public
Library under the direction of the New York City
Art Project.
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That at the left shows a
monk patiently making a
copy of an ancient manuscript iri the midst of the
worldly strife of the Middle Ages. The panel at the
right depicts Gutenberg
with a page of the first
Uible printed from mov. able type, five hundred
years ago.
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Courtesy of the Trustees of the Walters Art Gallery, Baltim·ore

The Cologne Chronicle printed by Johann Koelhoff in that
city in 1499 shows a woodcut of "The Three Kings." The
representation on horseback is rather quaint.

October 1940
important composers of our time.
Listeners and commentators who
on principle-as it seems-close
their minds to musical devices
that do not follow the beaten paths
are often inclined to solve the
knotty Stravinsky-problem for
themselves and their friends by
saying with an air of finality,
"Yes, I've heard some of the works
Stravinsky has written. They're
very interesting." But is it not
true that in a statement of such
a nature the cruelly overworked
adjective "interesting" usually
gives evidence of nothing more
substantial than a mealy-mouthed
judgment? Critics sometimes use
the word "interesting" when they
want to hedge or when they deem
it expedient to write with their
tongues in their cheeks. In many
instances it is employed as a cloak
to cover downright loathing,
cringing timidity, or patent inability to arrive at a clearcut
opinion. It is one of the most convenient words in the dictionary.
May it live long and prosper! It
makes much reading so very, very
"interesting."
If at this juncture I undertake
to give a thumbnail appraisal of
the music of Stravinsky, it is because I have lived long and intimately with many of his works.
If you call the opinions subjective, your contention is founded
on faultless reasoning; if you
brush them aside as either hope-
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lessly warped or merely "interesting," you are entirely within your
rights; if you say that they are
based, to some extent, on the verdicts of prominent and trustworthy authorities, your sagacity
has not left you in the lurch.
Stravinsky represents one of the
most powerful currents in modern
music. I suspect that there is some
charlatanry in his make-up. At
any rate, he is a clever showman.
Yet I am convinced that his sincerity greatly outweighs any inclination on his part to attract
attention or to startle the world.
Stravinsky is a composer of many
styles-a composer who does not
boggle at experimentation and is
not afraid of contradictions, a
composer who has the courage of
his beliefs and the forthrightness
of his whims. His ways of writing are unpredictable. The Fire
Bird-an adroitly made compound of Stravinsky and RimskyKorsakoff-is a work overflowing
with power. Petrouchka has a
greater amount of pungency and
originality. Le Sacre du Printemps
is, I firmly believe, one of the
most significant compositions of
recent times.
L'Histoire du Soldat and Les
Noces, devoid as they are of the
lavish use of colors so predominant in Stravinsky's earlier works,
have an elemental surge-a surge
which burks a modicum of grotesqueness and some obvious
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banalities. The Octet for Wind
Instruments does not always escape vulgarity. I am not well
enough acquainted with his Oedipus Rex, his Apollon Musagete,
his Symphonie des Psaumes, and
his The Card Party to venture an
opinion worthy of attention. The
most of his piano music leaves
me as cold as does his conducting
and his bitingly percussive play-

ing; but I do find SO!Ilething
gripping and primordial in his
brittle Capriccio for Piano and
Orchestra. I believe it is safe to
predict that much of Stravinsky's
music will be throbbing with life
long after the puny influence of
those who dismiss it with the
super-shallow comment, "It is
very interesting," will have disappeared from the earth.

Recent Recordings
IGoR STRAVINSKY. Capriccio for Piano
and Orchestra. Jesus Marfa Sanroma, pianist, and the Boston Symphony Orchestra under Serge Koussevitzky.-The performance is brilliant and authoritative; the recording is superb. Victor Album M-685.
GEORGES BIZET. L'Arlesienne Suite,
No . .2. The Boston "Pops" Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.-These
two 12-inch discs will make it exhilarating for you to renew your
acquaintance with the placid Pastorale, the impressive dignity of
the Intermezzo (used, you know,
as a setting for the Agnus Dei ),
the daintiness of the Menuett, and
the mighty swirl of the Farandole.
Victor Album M-683.
ERNST KRENEK. Twelve Short Piano
Pieces Written in the Twelve-Tone
Technique. Played by the Composer. Perhaps Mr. Krenek will be
displeased if it is said that this
music is experimental in character.
The fanciful captions-chosen after
the compositions had been written

-are: Dancing Toys, A Boat Slowly Sailing, Streamliner, The Sailing
Boat Reflected in the Pond, Glass
Figures, Walking on a Stormy Day,
Peaceful Mood, Little Chessmen,
On the High Mountains, Bells in
the Fog, and Indian Summer Day.
Columbia Album X-171.
GLADYS SWARTHOUT IN SoNG. Here
comely Miss Swarthout, with Lester
Hodges at the piano, reveals artistry of a high order. She has the
good sense not to attempt songs
that are beyond her grasp. Her
selections are: Lascia Ch'io Pianga,
from Handel's Rinaldo; Come
Again, Sweet Love, by John Dowland; Nymphs and Shepherds, by
Henry Purcell; Le Temps des Lilas,
by Ernest Chausson; Romance de
Solita, by Gustavo Pittaluga; El
Majo Discreto, by Enrique Granados; Serenade, by John Alden Carpenter; My Lagan Love, by Sir
Hamilton Harty; The Kerry Dance,
by J. L. Molloy; and The Lord's
Prayer, by A. H. Malotte. Victor
M-679.
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THE LITERARY SCENE
Read not to contradict and confute-nor to believe
and take for granted-but to weigh and consider.
ALL UNSIGNED REVIEWS ARE BY MEMBERS OF THE STAFF

Squire In the White House, he
mumbled in a deprecating manner,
"Here is just another campaign
book." To be sure, he had heard
that the little volume was rapidly
becoming a best-seller, and, when
he glanced at the foreword-which
is not called a foreword but A Warning-he read: "THIS IS AN ELECTION YEAR-a year of campaign
books. But this is not one. It is the
considered opinion of one man only
who makes it his business to keep
out of the camps of politicians." But
even then your reviewer was not
convinced of the groundlessness of
his suspicion-no, not even after he
had said to himself, "Remember that
this book was written and printed
weeks before the professional pamphleteers would consider it timely or
expedient to begin firing away with
their pesky ink-pistols." He decided
to bite forthwith into what he
thought might prove to be a sour
apple; he wanted to have done as
quickly as possible with what he suspected would be a disagreeable chore.
But as he dipped further and further
into Mr. Flynn's brisk and thoroughly journalistic way of presentation,
the scales began to fall from his eyes.

A Devastating Analysis
COUNTRY
SQUIRE
IN
THE
WHITE HOUSE.
By John T.
Flynn. Doubleday, Doran & Company, Inc., New York. 1940. 122
pages. $1.00.

THE vigorous attempt of the Republicans and their standardbearer, Wendell L. Willkie, to dislodge the country squire who has
been occupying the White House
since 1933 is making the welkin
ring with charges and countercharges, claims and counter-claims.
Since the quadrennial presidential
campaigns in our country invariably
lead to an extensive use of the inkpot, we find that millions upon millions of words are now being printed
for the one and only purpose of
influencing the voters. The domain
of the Star-spangled Banner is being deluged with biographies of the
candidates and analyses of their
qualifications, with appeals, denunciations, and challenges. Any man
or woman zealous enough to undertake to read all this welter of campaign literature would soon go mad.
When the eyes of your reviewer
lit upon John T . Flynn's Country
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He soon realized that the book did
not contain empty political palaver
and that he was not being bored to
distraction; he saw that Mr. Flynnwho, by the way, is not the chairman
of the Democratic National Committee but a columnist of distinctionhad delivered himself of a keen analysis of the President of the United
States and that Democrats as well
as Republicans can read the study
with much profit to themselves.
FLYNN does not attempt to
M R.wean
Democrats away from
their tenets; neither does he try to
throw fuel upon the fires kindled by
!he Republicans. It is evident that his
observations and appraisals are not
dictated by malice or by an inclination to indulge in the contemptible
practices of gossiping and muckraking. He tells us at the very beginning of his book that "the citizen
who sets about forming a judgment
on a president ... must brush away
many illusions, good ones and bad."
"A president," writes Mr. Flynn,
"is a party leader. His own party is
forever busy displaying him in a
favorable light. The opposition party
is equally busy blotting out these
party colors and putting in others of
a more forbidding hue. . . . In the
end the figure that emerges is apt
to be very far from corresponding
with [sic] the flesh-and-blood occupant of the White House."
Country Squire In the White
House outlines Franklin D. Roosevelt's career before his elevation to
the presidency and tells us much
about his thought-processes, words,
actions, achievements, and failures

after the high honor had been bestowed on him. We read about the
President's education, his likes, his
dislikes, his character, his limitations,
his business experience, his inconsistencies, his mistakes and successes in
the field of politics, and his attitude
toward war and the dictators. Those
who have wondered how Mr. Roosevelt could inveigh against the deficits
that were accumulated during the
Hoover regime and, at the same time,
greatly increase the debt of the State
of New York and, later on, add billions to the indebtedness of the
United States without batting an
eye will have a clearer understanding of the apparently anomalous situation after absorbing Mr. Flynn's
analysis of the man's ability. The
origin and the building of the New
Deal, its adventures as well as its
escapades in its first and second
editions are discussed in a trenchant
manner. If you have not yet heard
that Mr. Roosevelt sets great store
by the employment of clever ghostwriters and that his important catchwords were not conceived in his own
brain, you will undoubtedly be surprised and amused by what Mr.
Flynn reports. You will then be able
to understand to a partial extent why
many words spoken by Mr. Roosevelt
before his election make curious reading when examined in the light of
actual performances.
Voters who have been in the habit
of worshipping the very ground on
which Mr. Roosevelt walks will find
that Mr. Flynn has smashed one of
their idols; but they will be constrained to admit that the smashing
has been done with cold objectivity
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and without malice. The President,
says the author, "thinks in terms of
political maneuver. To him most questions are political questions .... What
is more, politics is a subject which, like
war, he believes he understands."
All in all, Mr. Flynn's appraisal of
the present occupant of the White
House is devastating. He denies that
Mr. Roosevelt has given us a liberal
administration.
Willkieites
have
shouted for joy because of the book,
and Rooseveltites have torn their
hair: but is it not a great blessing to
have freedom of speech in our land?

of column people buy papers for
especially to read. One morning he
dashed off a piece called "Mrs.
Schmizer" :

Good Story

Jake Falstaff, whose real name is
Herman Fetzer, died at thirty-five years
of age, shortly after publishing his
first two books just as he was approaching his full literary stature.
Jacoby's Corners is the story of a
12-year-old boy's vacation in the
country somewhere near Akron,
Ohio, over a generation ago. For
lack of a better pigeon-hole the book
might be called a novel, but in
reality it is a series of sketches, vignettes, showing the tremendous peace
and comfort of country life at a time
when automobiles were a novelty and
tractors were undreamed of. It is a
tour of smells, tastes, sights, and
sensations of Lemuel in the land of
enchantment, and his summer sabbatical is told with such insight and
warmth that closing the book is like
closing up one's own boyhood.
The work is sheer color, slight
in plot but long in the fine details
of rural boyhood that most men forget and nostalgically wish they could
remember. It is filled with the cliches
and colloquialisms of Portage and

TACOBY'S CORNERS. By Jake Falstaff. Houghton Miffiin Co., Boston. 1940. 242 pages. $2.50.

J TandIS itsonepeople,
thing to love the earth
but it is quite another thing to make that love articulate. Jake Falstaff said that he elected
in his boyhood to be a peasant, and
in that moment he became also a
poet and an artist, for he was able
by the sheer goodness of his character
to bring others to a better understanding of fields, pastures, and
things green.
You cannot possibly appreciate this
book without knowing something of
its author. Jake Falstaff was a newspaperman, a rare newspaperman,
such as Eugene Field and Don Marquis were, and such as Franklin P.
Adams and John Kieran are today.
Born in northeastern Ohio, he became a legend there by his writings
in a column called "Pippins and
Cheese," published in Akron and
Cleveland papers. He wrote the kind

Painstakingly the east wind
Picked up the dust of Charlemagne,
Bore it over ocean, over mountain,
And laid it on the smooth mahogany
Of Mrs. Schmizer's baby grand piano,
Beside the dust of Genghis Khan,
Brought by the west wind tenderly
Over mountain, over ocean.
And Mrs. Schmizer,
Seizing a castoff piece of underwear,
Wiped them both off and, frowning,
Shook them both out the window.
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Wayne counties-the sort of things
that Sandburg has preserved in The
People, Yes. Some of its passages are
poetry. Billy Phelps has written that
Jake Falstaff could not help but write
poetry: "He could no more help it
than a bird can help singing or a
fish swimming. Poetry was his element; it was the atmosphere in which
he breathed."
From another angle, it is a quiet
answer to Sherwood Anderson's
Winesburg, Ohio, whose people are
all twisted and anguished. Falstaff
presents the normal picture of people
living sanely and peacefully in J acoby's Corners, Ohio, and environs,
trying to overlook the faults of others
and at the same time lend a helping
hand, much as Thornton Wilder has
the people in Our Town do-and
much as they do in real life. There
is not a skeleton in every closet here,
but in this land of plenty there may
be two chickens in every pot, or
three or four.
This is a sentimental book, but also
a natural book. It will not become
a best seller, but it will appeal to all
those who appreciate a clear, clean
portrait of the simple life where
virtue is prized and sought after and
vice is unheard of.
DEAN A. MYERS

Missouri Main Street
KINGS ROW. By Henry Bellaman.
Simon & Schuster, New York. 1940.
674 pages. $2.75.

STREET twenty years latM AIN
er has changed little. There
may be a bit more understanding,
more comprehension of man's place

on the international scene. On the
whole, however, the small town
placed under the novelist's microscope emerges as a rather difficult
world. On Main Street people's lives
are subject to closer scrutiny. The
meanness and cruelty of the metropolis is of a more gilded variety. On
Main Street meanness and cruelty is
of a more personal sort and bites
into people's lives with a horrible
viciousness.
Kings Row has the usual assortment of idealists, poets, spineless
clergymen, and unscrupulous business
men. Kings Row, because it has more
tradition, might be more likable than
the raw, too-new freshness of Gopher
Prairie, Minnesota. Men like the old
Lutheran pastor, Herr Berdorff, who
plays Bach fugues and Beethoven
sonatas and counsels a Parris Mitchell
to read Isaiah before approaching the
great composers, make Kings Row
different. Herr Berdorff's congregation neglects its pastor, so that he
must leave Kings Row. Father Donovan, Colonel Skeffington, Miles Jackson, the editor-men who saw below
the surface-lend an air to Kings Row
which many American towns lack.
But they are also neglected by Main
Street. Main Street changes slowly.
The story begins in the leisurely ·
nineties. Parris Mitchell is reared by
his crusty, aristocratic grandmother,
Madame von Eln. Young Parris receives an enviable education from an
assortment of private tutors. He
wants to become a doctor. As a boy
and young man in Kings Row. Parris makes few attachments. Drake McHugh, Benny Singer, Jamie Wakefield, and Dr. Tower become his
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friends. Because Parris is a member
of a first family, he has entree to a
local society still dominated by a
southern aristocracy. He serves an apprenticeship in medicine with Dr.
Tower, a learned recluse, and falls
in love with Cassie, Dr. Tower's
daughter. When Parris is old enough,
he goes to Vienna to complete his
education. He returns to Kings Row
as a full-fledged doctor. This is the
bare outline of the novel, but to end
the review at this point would be
doing an in justice to the novelist, for
Kings Row is the record of the growth
of a soul in a small town.
Parris Mitchell is a complex character. A novelist may, of course, depict complex people, but at the same
time he must make their complexity
understandable. Because of his background, Parris has tastes and desires
foreign to Kings Row. There are
times when he feels he is more European in his tastes than American.
He recoils from life in Kings Row
after having been in Europe, making
the mistake, as he admits near the
end of the story, of thinking of
Kings Row as a place complete and
circumscribed in itself. "Kings Row
was only a small unit in a diverse and
fluctuating world. He was not only
of Kings Row, but also of the world."
Mitchell's discontent is reenforced
by his spiritual state. At times almost
sophomoric in his questioning attitude toward revealed religion he does
not honestly attempt to find certainty,
though he has both Herr Berdorff
and Father Donovan to guide him.
The latter tells him: 'Tm really puzzled by people who don't believe in
God. I wonder what they do with
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their souls, just as I'd wonder how a
man would use his eyes if he didn't
believe in light." Near the end of the
novel there is a suggestion that Parris
may find that God is necessary in his
life as a doctor.
The conversations with Father
Donovan, as well as Parris Mitchell's
determination to do something for
Kings Row, place the novel above the
average run describing American
small towns. Kings Row is a better
novel insofar as there is a solid philosophy back of it.
MITCHELL does not ocP ARRIS
cupy the spotlight all the time.
The tragic story of Drake McHugh,
Parris' closest and dearest friend, who
loses his fortune to an unscrupulous
local banker, is moving and honest.
There is also the pathetic tale of
Benny Singer, the town's harmless
half-wit, who is a genius at gardening.
As long as Benny is treated kindly, he
harms no one, but when the town
bully goads him to fury, Benny accidentally kills a member of a mob.
Placed on trial, Benny is sentenced
to death despite the valiant efforts
of Parris Mitchell to save him.
The most sinister part of the novel
is the story of Dr. Gordon, a respectable citizen. Not until after Dr.
Gordon's death is evidence accumulated that the doctor was a sadist of
the most violent type. One of the
most startling discoveries is the proof
that Dr. Gordon deliberately amputated Drake McHugh's legs as revenge for Drake's honorable courting
of Louise, Dr. Gordon's daughter.
This violence and other dark deeds
and undercurrent viciousness that are
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hinted at are not the product of a
year or two. They are all part of the
growth of a town and its transition
from a peaceful rural village to a
typically neon-lighted American town
of the 20th century. As a novel Kings
Row falls short. Henry Bellaman is
neither novelist nor caricaturist. Some
of his conversation is awkwardly
handled, and the flow of the narrative
is jerky. There are many sordid details in the novel which contribute
nothing to the development of the
tale. One is at a loss to discover the
reason for their inclusion. The mature reader may read Kings Row with
some profit.

Two Editors
COUNTRY EDITOR. By Henry Bee-

tle Hough. Doubleday, Doran &
Co., New York, N.Y. 1940. 325

pages. $3.00.
IF

YOU DON'T WEAKEN: THE
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF OSCAR
AMERINGER. Henry Holt & Co.,

New York, N.Y. 1940. 476 pages.
$2.75.
OST editors are good writers.
Having used the shears, blue
pencil, and paste brush so long, their
prose lacks the heavy lushness with
which the average prose writer indulges himself. It's a joy, therefore,
to read these two narratives merely
for the pleasure of seeing the language handled in a competent,
healthy, purposeful manner. Two
craftsmen use the tools of the trade
in an enviable manner.
There the resemblance ends, despite several amusing parallels in the
stories. Henry Beetle Hough conducted a one-man crusade against

M

the dilatory, red-tape tactics of the
telephone company on Martha's
Vineyard. Mr. Hough never went so
far as to suggest in the columns of
the Vineyard Gazette that this private utility be liquidated. Oscar
Ameringer, on the other hand, would
have suggested such a terrible step
with a twinkle in his eye while delivering devastating lefts and rights at
the stranglehold corporative capitalism has forced on American life.
Henry Beetle Hough acquired the
Vineyard Gazette, founded 1846, in
1920, that era when others of his
generation were determined to establish reputations and fortunes in the
booming money centers of America.
Martha's Vineyard is an island about
a hundred square miles large, five
miles from the mainland. First settled
in 1642, the island had acquired a
formidable set of traditions and
families which an editor would have
to treat with profound consideration.
At the time of acquisition, the Gazette's circulation was 600. Its printshop had an old Fairhaven press, a
Seth Adams handpress, some marble
stones, a large pot-bellied stove, and
a ton of coal piled in one corner of
the room: the perfect picture of
what everyone dreams a country
weekly's place of publication should
be. Mr. Sampson, the old editor, came
along with the Gazette and remained
with it until his death.
Henry Beetle Hough had no intention of starting a journalistic revolution in and with the Gazette. He knew
he would print club notices, the account of the annual Memorial Day
ceremonies, obituaries, and court
trials. Beyond that he never hoped to
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go. He had the vague desire to increase the Gazette's circulation and
obtain enough cash to buy some new
linotypes, a new press, and a folding
and cutting machine.
Country Editor is filled with such
details about the workings of a
country weekly. They are unimportant, but they make charming reading.
Interspersing his tale of the woes and
joys of putting out a country weekly,
Mr. Hough tells the stories which circulate in every small town and which
deserve more permanent form. Charlie
Haskins, who knew every date, who
was thoroughly versed in the Bible
and who always came to the rescue
with odd local items is an unforgettable local character. Some of the cor1esponden ts were as good in their
sphere of newspaper work as the
great Washington correspondents of
nationally known dailies.
Mr. Hough scotches one notion
which some journalistic sprigs just
out of the state university journalism
schools will do well to remember. A
daily newspaper on the mainland was
determined to give Martha's Vineyard
modern, quick service. It wanted to
get national advertising through the
simple routine of building a large
subscription on Martha's Vineyard.
Following the familiar, but tricky,
formula that names make news, the
daily printed names, names, more
names. "The truth was that the traditional formula was idle and silly.
The thing which makes people in
small towns read their papers is news,
and they have no interest whatever
in names-even their own-which do
not mean something at the time."
The daily lost to the Gazette.
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The peaceful, tradition-laden atmosphere of Martha's Vineyard is left
far behind in Oscar Ameringer's turbulent personal history of his life as
a musician and a labor journalist in
the United States. Before Oscar
reached the American shores, he had
received an elementary education in
Germany from an assortment of
schoolmasters whose sole accomplishment was the ability to administer
tatzen to Oscar's fingers. While in
Germany, Oscar learned to play the
flute and double in brass. Here is
where he obtained his love of music,
which always helped him out when
he was broke and near starvation.
Oscar had other accomplishments. He
was a talented drawer. Coming to
America as a fugitive, young Ameringer made a quick fortune painting
the portraits of wealthy Ohio farmers. Returning to Germany with his
portrait money, he spent a happy
period in Munich, then one of the
art centers of the world. Here he discovered that he was not an artist.
poR a time after his return to
America he played in orchestras
and bands. Ameringer was one of the
first men to organize musicians into
unions. During this period as a musician he educated himself in American history, economics, politics, labor
problems. His story of how he became an American citizen is a classic.
From music to the organization of
brewery workers in New Orleans
would be an incongruous step for
any other man. Oscar Ameringer accomplished the transition in a graceful manner. In the spring of 1907
he came to Oklahoma City, where he
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remained as editor of the American
Guardian and countless other publications for the past thirty-three years.
He made frequent excursions to Illinois and Texas. In Oklahoma he met
that American phenomenon, the
Okie. Those who doubt the veracity
of John Steinbeck's descriptions of
the sharecropper and tenant farmer
should turn to the pages where Ameringer describes the pitiful plight of
people whose ancestors fought in the
American War for Independence
back in 1776.
An unforgettable chapter is Ameringer's description of the war days in
Milwaukee, where he met Victor Berger and other Milwaukee leftists. His
account of the Green Corn Rebellion
in Oklahoma, a forgotten chapter in
America's World War I history, is disturbing reading. Those who shout so
blithely that we should once more
free the world of a new and hateful
philosophy ought to read Ameringer' s account of the last war, when intolerance, hatred, and profiteering
were combined in an unholy alliance, ready to shed other people's
blood. These chapters bear a striking
resemblance to the woes of 1940.
Ameringer's youngest son, a brilliant musician, was permanently
crippled in the Argonne. "I have no
sympathy with talk about the moral
uplift engendered by mass murder,
or with the superiority of the pious
and intellectual bellwethers who led
their flocks to slaughter."
In the final summary of his life,
Oscar Ameringer writes: "In the
seventy years of my life there have
been three great wars, each more
bloody than its predecessor, each

promising eternal peace from the
rattling rifles and thundering cannon. Take all your wars and all their
victories from the day when Samson
slew the Philistines with the jawbone
of an ass, and they are not worth a
Schubert Lied, a Beethoven trio, a
single movement from any one of
Papa Haydn's symphonies. Nor are
they worth a single discovery of a
Jenner, Pasteur, Koch, or Walter
Reed, slayers of pain, disease, and
death itself. If there is one lesson
in all the annals of history it is that
war settles nothing. War is but the
sower of wars."
Of the two, Ameringer's book has
more substance because he has a personal philosophy that is aggressive,
optimistic. Ameringer is not a Marxist. He belongs to the tradition of
Jefferson, Jackson, Lincoln. Hough is
the contented, settled Yankee editor
who has everything. Hough will not
build democracy. He will defend his
rights. Ameringer will extend Hough's
rights to the millions who still lack
them.
No other two recent books offer
such delightful and stimulating reading. We may disagree violently with
Ameringer and we may not care to
live on Martha's Vineyard, but Hough
and Ameringer are two editors worth
meeting.

Life With The Nazis
REFUGEE. Anonymous. Translated
by Clara Leiser. Prentice-Hall Inc.,
New York. 1940. 308 pages. $2.50.
HE deeply moving tale of Elli
and Hans R - - bears an eloquent and arresting dedication. It
reads, "Earnestly dedicated to the
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hope that no American shall ever
have reason to write a book like this."
Coming as it does from the lips and
the hearts of a courageous man and
a courageous woman who are refugees
from a land which once was free,
this simple prayer may well give
pause to every loyal and devoted
American. The full measure of civil
and religious liberty which we are
privileged to en joy in our beloved
country may easily engender in us a
false sense of security and an entirely erroneous feeling of freedom
from the influence of the cruel forces
which have made of the European
continent a place of blood and tears
and despair. We must be on our
guard against the insidious advance ·
of racial and religious intolerance;
for intolerance is inevitably the forerunner of hatred and persecution. In
New York harbor stands our treasured symbol of freedom and lightthe Statue of Liberty, the "Mother
of Exiles."
"Keep, ancient lands, your storied
pomp!" cries she
With silent lips. "Give me your tired,
your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to
breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming
shore.
Send those, the homeless, tempest-tost
to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door."
Hans and Elli are not Jews. They
are "Aryan" Germans of the solid,
substantial middle class. Both have
vivid recollections of the first World
War. Hans served his fatherland with
honor and distinction, and Elli was
one of the hundreds of thousands of
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German children who dreamed of
only one thing-to eat as much as
they wanted. Kindly Quakers from
England and America established
their famous "Quaker Kitchens" for
these pathetically undernourished
boys and girls, and, although Elli and
her schoolmates did not dare omit
joining in the routine daily petition,
Gott strafe England, their childish
hearts were filled with love and gratitude toward these "worst enemies."
THE post-war years in Germany
brought suffering and privation to
every age and every class. The number of unemployed was staggering,
and the terrible months of inflation
reduced even those who had been
prosperous to penury or to absolute
destitution. Even after the currency
had again attained reasonably normal stability, business did not show
a sharp up-turn. Large numbers of
unemployed boys roamed the streets
of the larger cities. It was from the
ranks of these homeless, hungry,
hopeless youths that the infamous
S.A. gathered many of the recruits
who were to be taught the merciless
creed of Naziism. Small wonder that
the cruelly beset Germans were will- ,
ing to listen to the promises of the
National Socialist Party. Even the intelligent citizen felt, "Things can't go
on this way. Let's give this Hitler a
chance." "After all," reasoned many
a German, "a lot of chancellors have
come and gone. Why shouldn't Hitler go too if he fails?"
On January 30, 1933, Adolf Hitler
became Reichskanzler, and "on that
day the way of sorrow began for all
the German people."
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Hans, Elli, and their infant son,
Karl, were living in Berlin at this
time. They, too, had suffered during
the hard depression years; but they
were happy and full of hope. Revulsion and rebellion against the horror
and the futility of war had caused
Hans to ally himself with the Pacifist
Group. This was his "crime"; this
made him a "natural enemy" of the
state. He was arrested and thrown
into a concentration camp. Hermann
GOring's magnanimous "Christmas
Amnesty" brought him temporary release; but a few weeks later Ha.n s
was again arrested. This time he was
given a public hearing. After the
opening formalities had been concluded, Hans was asked to deny widespread rumors concerning the brutal
abuse meted out to prisoners in the
concentration camps. Had he made
the expected glib and fulsome denial,
he would undoubtedly have received
only a light sentence. But the veteran
of 1914-18 could not lie. Quietly he
replied, "Conditions in the Sonnenburg Concentration Camp are far
more terrible than any human being
could ever set down on paper." The
jury needed only five minutes to
reach a verdict-three years incarceration to be followed by three years
"civic degradation." Elli tells us in
detail of the anguish, fear, and bewilderment she suffered during Hans'
imprisonment. She supported herself,
her baby, and her mother; she worked
tirelessly to be able to afford occasional visits to the Brandenburg
Prison.
Soon after Hans' release in 1937,
Elli's old friends and benefactors, the
Quakers, sent her to Miss Clara

Leiser, an American who was studying family life in Nazi Germany.
With the assistance of friends they
evolved an ingenious plan which
enabled Hans, Elli, and Karl to escape into Switzerland. It had to be
an "escape," for, since they were "inferior human beings," their passports
had been confiscated.
The R---'s are now safe and
happy in our own United States.
They deem it a privilege to be here,
and out of their joy and from their
gratitude for the kindness shown
them has arisen the firm determination to make of themselves loyal and
worthy citizens. In an Afterword Miss
Leiser tells us, "They are passionately
eager to have their story help easygoing Americans to understand how
the Nazis acquired their deadly power, and with what incredible thoroughness their ideological steamroller
has crushed every human value that
civilized man has learned to prize."
They speak for those who cannot
speak.
ANNE HANSEN

Juggernaut of Mars
THEY WANTED WAR. By Otto D.
Tolischus. Reynal & Hitchcock, New
York. 1940. 340 pages. $3.00.
TTO D. TOLISCHUS, who,
until a few months ago, was
Berlin correspondent for The New
York Times, begins his exhaustive
account of Germany's totalitarian
warfare by declaring that there are,
in reality, three Hitlers: Hitler, the
smallish, self-made, abstemious, and
quite unimpressive man from a little
town in Austria; Hitler, the jovial,
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self-confident, domineering, scornful,
and omniscient mass orator, dictator,
and war lord; and Hitler, in whomas his intimates know-"the conflict
between his two personalities and
the load he is carrying have taxed
humaill nerves until they have
snapped." During the war of 1914-18
the Fuhrer "did duty under shot and
shell. He saw human life sacrificed
at command, saw the moralities of
civil life turned topsy-turvy, saw the
principle that the end justifies the
means raised to the highest morality.
He never got over that, and the
morality of war became the guiding
morality of his life, to find amplification in the Hitler movement and
the present war."
They Wanted War points out how
and why Hitler, disappointed in his
ambition to become an artist, burning with zeal to free his adopted
fatherland from the shackles of the
Treaty of Versailles, and driven relentlessly forward by the promptings
of a colossal ego, launched the movement which has come to be known
as Hitlerism. There were trying times
at first and some reverses; but eventually riches, success, flattery, adulation, and one of the world's great
powers literally tumbled into his lap.
Now Hitlerism has grown to be
bigger than Hitler himself, and the
war lord of the Third Reich "is the
prisoner of his own movement which,
being a movement, must, like a bicycle, keep on moving or fall." It
would be unfair to overlook the fact
that Hitler "has rationalized his
necessities into an ambition that
transcends personal ends."
Mr. Tolischus declares that the
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Fuhrer drew much of his inspiration
from the music dramas of Richard
Wagner and that the present war is
"dominated" by the man who wrote
The Ring of the Nibelung. Realizing that his bold statement is in need
of qualification, the author goes on
to say that it is not Wagner, the
creator of imperishable music, who
dominates Naziism, its total war,
and its imperialistic designs, but
Wagner, the prophet of anti-Semitism
and the deviser of a curious hodgepodge of revolutionary ideas pertaining to religion, philosophy, and
government. Hitler himself has often
stated that "whoever wants to understand National Socialist Germany
must know Wagner."
is a modicum of truth in
T HERE
the Fuhrer's dictum, just as there
is much to be said in support of
the analysis given by Mr. Tolischus.
It is easy ·to understand how the
hybrid philosophy concocted by the
archgenius and archscoundrel whose
name was Richard Wagner may have
had something to do with the evolution of totalitarianism as it flourishes
in Germany today; but the author of
They Wanted War does not forget
that Hitler fed on more meat than
the large chunks of almost indigestible philosophical pabulum doled out
by Wagner and garnished with
marvelously beautiful music.
Those who are unaware of the
tremendous importance attached to
propaganda in the conduct of the
Third Reich's total war will learn
much about this engrossing subject
from a perusal of Mr. Tolischus'
book. Mein Kampf, the blueprint of
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the Hitlerian movement of absorption and destruction, is spoken of
as being "10 per cent autobiography,
90 per cent dogma, and 100 per cent
propaganda." "Judged by its success,"
continues the astute correspondent,
"it is the propagandistic masterpiece
of the age." To Hitler's way of
thinking, the successful application
of the principles laid down in the
big book make its contents 100 per
cent right in a moral sense; for has
not the Fuhrer himself told us that
"success is the only earthly judge
of right and wrong"? What a horrible
credo to instil in the hearts and
minds of Germany's men, women,
and children! The brutal persecution of the Jews, the barbarous treatment of non-conformists, the ruthless
invasion of peace-loving neighbornations, the absolute abnegation of
the right of the individual citizen
to freedom of thought and conscience: in short, the employment of
Schrecklichkeit to the nth 'degreeall this and much more is, in Hitler's
opinion, morally right if it succeeds
in accomplishing what the Third
Reich has set out to do. And what,
pray, has the Third Reich set out
to do? Dr. Robert Ley, Reich Organization Director and head of the
German Labor Front, gave us the
answer in a speech delivered in subjugated Lodz in December, 1939.
Without mincing words he declared
that Germany's real war aims are the
annihilation of Great Britain and the
establishment of the "divine right"
of the German race to rule over
others. According to Walther Funk,
the press in Germany-Tolischus
calls it a "lap-dog press"-is no longer

a "barrel-organ out of which everybody is permitted to squeeze whatever melodies he likes, but a highly
sensitive and far-sounding instrument
or orchestra on which and with which
only those shall play who know how,
and in whose hands the Fuhrer himself has placed the conductor's
baton."
German faith in propaT HE
ganda," writes Mr. Tolischus,
"extended to a point where propaganda was Ersatz for art." Those at
the helm in the Reich were incensed
when they heard the charge "that
their rule was throwing the country
back into tribal barbarism"; because,
for one thing, "the vision of a National Socialist epoch replacing the
Christian epoch was predicated on
the creation of a new mystical Reich
that would conquer not only by its
own armed might but also by the
glamor of its Kultur-a Reich that
would combine the discipline of
Sparta with the glory of Athens and
so dominate the modern world as the
divided Greeks never could the ancient." Therefore, "the arts, like
everything else in the Third Reich,
were put in uniform, and the artists
were mobilized as soldiers of the National Socialist Weltanschauung." As
a result, Germany can no longer
boast of "freedom of artistic and
cultural creation."
Those who still believe that a
workable compromise can be effected
between the cross of Jesus Christ
and the hooked cross of N aziism will
do well to devote concentrated
thought to Mr. Tolischus' statement
that Hitlerism repudiates "Christian
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universality in favor of tribal exelusiveness, Christian charity in favor
of ruthless heroism." The Fuhrer
sums up his ideology and Ten Commandments in one word-Germany;
he and his henchmen divide heaven
along racial lines even as they divide the earth.
Mr. Tolischus is convinced that
"all National Socialist slogans invoked in the war against France and
Britain apply with redoubled force
against the United States." Germany
is pitting blood against gold. Hitler
has armed his minions to the teeth
against what he refers to as "decadent democracy" and "rapacio.us
plutocracy." It is his aim to set up a
new world order-a world order
based on the triumph of the Nazi
ideology.
They Wanted War tells us how
Hitler re-armed Germany and how
he managed the economics of the
Reich. It deals at length with the
Filhrer's party-machine, with the organization of the fighting forces, and
with the formation of fifth columns
in various parts of the world. There
is an absorbing account of life as
it is being lived in Germany at war,
and the author has much to say
about such things as Gleichschaltung,
Lebensraum, the Volksauto, the Nazi
stand with respect to the position of
woman in society, and the efforts
that are being put forth to increase
the Reich's population as rapidly as
possible. In addition, Mr. Tolischus
analyzes the conditions that led to
the Russo-German pact of August,
1939, and gives a vivid description
of the swift subjugation and the
prompt partition of Poland.
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A Man's Book
CLEAR FOR ACTION: A Novel
About John Paul Jones. By Clements
Ripley. D. Appleton-Century Co.,
New York. 1940. 310 pages. $2.50.

QUTSIDE the house of the provincial governor, Tobago Island, in 1773:
"'Jones!' the Captain muttered as
we came out into the dark. 'That's
his idea of a joke, is it! Aye then,
Jones I'll be-John Paul Jones! And
I'll make him sick of the name yeti'"
Captain John Paul, of the "Betsey"
of London, had killed the ringleader
of a group of mutineers and had
been told by the officious, paternal
governor to change his name and
get out of British ports rather than
wait a year for an Admiralty Court.
(This isn't history, but it's just as
satisfactory.)
Five years later, in a night raid on
Whitehaven, England, this Scotch
captain who had been dubbed with a
Welsh name caused an inscription to
be chiseled in the stone gates of the
Tobago governor's estate:
"Spared by courtesy of CAP'T
JONES
(of
the
distinguished
Joneses)"
These incidents illustrate at once
the temper, the pride, and the audacity of the man who became a
naval hero to the American Republic
and to France and a corsair to England. Clear for Action: A Novel
About John Paul Jones tells the story
of the hero's life from that day in
Tobago, in 1773, to the victory of the
"Bonhomme Richard" over the "Serapis" in 1779. The book shows,
probably more clearly than history
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does, why the man's name became
almost a synonym for indomitable
courage.
Clements Ripley has done a capital job in the "popular historical
novel of action" field. The history is
as close to the account of Jones in
the Dictionary of American Biography as one would wish; there's plenty
of action; and the reader becomes
with
sufficiently
well-acquainted
Jones to believe that he said to a
junior officer who grumbled because
merchant prizes were being ignored,
"I didn't say I'd make you rich, sir.
I said I'd make you famous or dead!"
And there's an honest thrill in the
midst of a sea-battle when the reader
comes to"The smoke settled on us again!
And from the 'Serapis' came a long
hail. . . . ' "Richard" I I can't see
you! Have you struck your flag?'
"And then, through a speaking
trumpet, came the voice I knew.
'Struck my colors? I've just begun to
fight!' ,,
The story is told by Angus Lowrie,
canny Scot, clerk to the Captain, who
spent much of his time in managing
his employer's tangled finances and in
devising schemes to pay sailors whose
wages were neglected by the Continental Congress. Lowrie's flair for
saying things in unusual ways, his
courage combined with admitted
fear, and his tempestuous love affair
with a Charleston belle make him a
character as interesting, though not
as vigorous, as Jones.
Clear for Action is a book for those
who like their novels fast, robust,
and .untrammeled by background.
The talk of the characters and the

descriptions of battles are much more
vivid than are the glimpses of Virginia plantations, Virginia society,
patriots' meetings, or naval offices.
Attitude toward religion and toward
social and economic problems of the
colonies are omitted from the
glimpse of Virginia life. The reader
sees the incompetence of the bureaucrats who tried to run the Navy, but
he hustles on in the story without
seeing (or thinking of) the reasons
for this incompetence. This novel is
entertaining rather than thought- ·
provoking.
PALMER CzAMANSKE

Action and Reaction
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. By Stephen
Leacock, Dodd, Mead and Company, New York, 1940. 263 pages.
$2.00.
~ TEPHEN

LEACOCK is best
known as a humorist. Such books
as Literary Lapses, Nonsense Novels,
Sunshine Sketches, Wet Wit and Dry
Humor have earned for him the title
of "the subtlest of all transatlantic
humorists." Because of his fame in
this field many readers are surprised
to learn that Stephen Leacock is really a highly respected member of the
faculty of McGill University in
Montreal and that he has written a
number of serious books on political
economy. Perhaps it would be better
to say that he writes about serious
things, for Leacock can never be serious in the sense that he ceases to be
a humorist. It is said that one ardent
Leacock fan read half-way through
his Elements of Political Science roaring with laughter before he realized
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that it was meant to be taken seriously.
In the volume under review, Leacock has chosen a serious subject. He
purports to give, as he states in the
preface, "a presentation of the British Empire, not for the pageant of
its history but for its worth to the
world." Since he is a British subject,
or rather a Canadian (there is a difference), one would expect that Leacock's treatment is sympathetic to
the British viewpoint. Yet he is
not one-sided. He views "the history of the British Empire as a
story of action and reaction, of what
the British Isles did for the world
and what the world did for the British Isles. Told the other way-as it
often used to be-as a narrative of
how we conquered this, and then conquered that, beat these people and
then those, annexed this tribe and
then that-told that way, the chronicle of the Empire sounds but a mean
story of success. . . . To cling to the
notion of an unchanging Englishman
is as limited as all unmitigated pride
of ancestry always is." "But the true
record is better than the false, and
with it stands or falls the parallel interpretation of the present Empire,
not as force but as union."
In speaking of the vast area and almost unlimited resources of the Empire, Leacock is above all mindful of
the great responsibility involved.
"The overseas Dominions are still
relatively empty, with great windswept spaces of waving woods and
watered plains and rolling hills, unused and fertile, the gardens of the
wilderness-a mockery to the world's
poverty, a responsibility that we carry,
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a trust that we must fulfill or abandon. These are the aspects that give
us pause, before vain boasting of our
Empire." As an economist, Leacock
is not so much interested in what
the Empire has, but in what can be
done with it. He is concerned about
"that paradox of wealth and want
which compels mankind to starve in
the midst of potential plenty," a paradox which "outside the realms of passion and religious quarrels, is the
source of all human woes and international conflict."

T

0 bring together the land and
the people and the capital into
one orderly state, with such abundant
resources and opportunities as to banish want and to ensure plenty, would
seem to be one of the major ambitions of the world." But Leacock
hastens to add, "It is not so easy as
it looks." "Our present economic system of private buying and selling
(the only system that ever worked outside of the Garden of Eden) hangs
on scarcity. We must always produce
just less than enough and not more,
or else the price will crash and the
machine goes out of gear. Overplenty spells danger." What then?
Shall we try socialism? No, says Leacock. "Socialism is just a beautiful
soap-bubble. Communism is a penitentiary. Unlimited free competition,
let it be admitted, means the London
slums of the 1860's and the sweated
labour of the Song of the Shirt. Yet
somewhere there must be findable the
relative equilibrium of a stable society, wher_e even 'the poorest,' like
Evangeline's people in Acadia, 'have
in abundance.' " He contends that
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such an Acadia can be found, if at
all, "within and by the British Empire.'' "If this is so, it means that
our Empire not only contains in its
destiny the chief hope for universal
peace, but the chief opportunity towards that abiding plenty and prosperity on which alone universal peace
can permanently rest. Whether or
not it can be done, at least it is fine
stuff to make dreams of.'' We might
add that the true cause of all the
troubles lies in the wicked, selfish
heart of man. The Acadia, or the
Garden of Eden, or the Lost Horizon, or Utopia, call it what you will,
will never be found, in spite of all
God's wonderful and abundant gifts
to man. This does not mean, of
course, that we should not participate
or take the lead in movements for
social betterment.
PERHAPS the most interesting
chapter for Americans is the one
on government. The British government has long been an enigma, particularly to foreigners; for it "has
accumulated around it a cloud of
anomalies, inconsistencies, and obsolescences like its own insular fog."
There is a "perpetual contrast between things in the abstract and
things as they are.'' The king is
supposed to be constitutional, yet
there is no written constitution.
Canada is supposed to be a sovereign nation; yet its highest court
of appeal is the Privy Council in
London. The Canadian constitution
is the British North America Act, and
this was originally passed by the British Parliament. Yet, through all this
maze of apparent contradictions, the

Briton finds his way by the guidance
of common sense. Leacock puts it
this way: "All attempts at straightening it out only makes it the more illogical." "It passes into that class of
things indicated by English words and
phrases which all understand but
none define; such as 'gentleman,' of
which no gentleman would care to
indicate the meaning; such as what
is and what is not 'cricket'; and, above
all, what is 'the thing.' This last becomes after all the test and criterion
of British government; thus, Could
a Dominion under the Statute of
Westminster secede out of the Empire? It could, but it wouldn't be 'the
thing,' and therefore no Dominion
would do it.''
"The basic idea of British rule,''
says Leacock, "now has come to be
co-operation, not conquest." Goering
and Goebbels would probably disagree and could point to a number of
instances which prove the opposite.
But an unbiased observer will have to
say that, particularly since the American revolution (which Leacock calls
"a struggle for British freedom on
American soil"), the English have
shown a tendency to yield to the demands of the people in the various
parts of the realm as no other great
empire people in the history of the
world. One prerogative of the imperial government after another has
been relinquished. Yet the Empire
holds together. Leacock would say
that it's just because of this.
Good will and co-operation, not
force and compulsion-this is really
the main theme of Leacock' s book.
He points to Canada and the United
States as a pattern to the world and
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hopes that a closer association can be
established between the great democracies. Therein lies the hope of
enduring peace. Such an unwritten
union of the freedom-loving peoples,
Leacock feels, "will set up a standard
to which all honest men may rally.
As the keystone of the arch formed
by such a union, the government of
free men that arose in Saxon England
and became in America government
by the people and for the people will
have fulfilled its final purpose."
The British Empire is not a large
volume. It contains but seven chapters: yet it is full of valuable information. Leacock begins with a brief outline of the · growth of the Empire;
then come sections on the resources,
economics, and government; a final
chapter discusses "Bonds of Union."
At times Leacock rises to literary
heights. After describing the vast resources of British Columbia, for instance, he concludes by saying, "Over
it all is the enchantment of a climate
that recalls the long slow spring of
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England lingering over its early
flowers; April sunshine wet with
tears as for a winter with a tang of
frost just in time for an English
Christmas." In speaking of the dissension in Ireland he says, "Ulster
shouts with derision at the idea of
union with republican idolatry. Eire
scoffs at concessions to monarchy.
But time is long. The shouts sound
hollow, the anger overloud-the voice
of age raised in a dispute that the
young must settle. Each generation
carries its grievances to the grave
and time wreathes its ivy over the
stone."
All in all we can heartily recommend the reading of the timely
volume. Written in the inimitable
style of Stephen Leacock and based
upon wide knowledge of history and
economics, it should find a wide circle
of readers. It should be on the reference shelf of every class in social
studies at the present time.
A. GUEBERT

Woman's Mind
"Generally speaking, it is a mistake for ladies to attempt arguing with gentlemen on political or financial
topics. All the information that a woman can possibly
acquire or remember on these subjects is so small that
the discussion will not elevate them in the opinion of
masculine minds. Men are very intolerant towards women
who are prone to contradiction and contention when the
talk is out of their sphere; but very indulgent towards a
modest and attentive listener who only asks questions
for the sake of information."-From Miss LESLIE'S BEHAVIOR BOOK (1860).

ing the death of one George Crockett, the village "play-boy."
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HILL DOCTOR
By Hubert Skidmore. Illustrated
by Benton Spruance. Doubleday,
Doran & Company, Inc., New
York. 1940. 307 pages. $2.00.
This is the story of a young doctor
in the Blue Ridge country. Boys and
girls of high school age will like this
tale of York Allen fighting suspicious
mountaineers, crooked lumber agents,
and typhoid fever. There are no dull
moments in the novel.

STARS ON THE SEA

BY

THE

By F. van Wyck Mason. J. B.
Lippincott Co., Philadelphia.
1940. 720 pages. $2.75.

EDITORS

A brief glance at recent books-

OUT OF THE FOG. By Joseph C.
Lincoln. D. Appleton-Century Company, New York and London. 1940.
360 pages. $2.50.

THE name, Joseph C. Lincoln, has
long been associated with New
England and New Englanders. In his
many novels he has made the Cape
Cod countryside his scene of action. Mr. Lincoln is a clever storyteller, and he has been able to bring
to us the full flavor of the quaint
speech and the picturesque atmosphere of the Cape. In Out of the
Fog Myra Crusit, a spinster, tells
us a mildly interesting and mildly
baffling tale of the mystery surround-
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Opening in the bleak winter of
1775, in Massachusetts, when confusion and worse was threatening
the cause of the American colonists, Stars on the Sea quickly swings
down to Rhode Island, where the
British ships are blockading Newport. The Bennetts, a law-abiding
Quaker merchant family, lose their
home and business establishment to
a British raiding party. Vowing vengeance, young Timothy Bennett enlists on a privateer and sails to the
West Indies in search of British booty.
Desire Harmony Bennett, Timothy's
sister, has a series of incredibly heartbreaking experiences after the loss
of her home. Her tragic love affair
with a young British officer makes
her an outcast wherever she goes. The
adventures of Desire and Timothy
are brilliantly written. The descrip-
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tion of the siege of Charleston is a
high spot in the novel. The political
maneuvering necessary to acquire our
first Navy is strong1y reminiscent of
other periods in American history.
Were it not for the fact that Mr.
van Wyck Mason interlarded his

For the Next Generation
At the Western Pennsylvania Educational Conference
in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, Jackson R. Sherman, head
of the Department of Physical and Health Education,
University of Alabama, exploded the following facts:
More children now in public schools will go to state
hospitals than will be graduated from college.
One child in 22 will suffer from some form of mental
disease.
One child in 24 will be found guilty of some crime.
It costs $87 annually to educate one normal school
child.
It costs $623 annually to care for one insane person.
From 30 to 50 per cent of the cases of mental disease
can be prevented.
We vaccinate and inoculate our children against physical disease; we should use recreation to make useful citizens.
There are three and one-half times as many criminals
in America as there are students in our colleges and universities.
For every school teacher in America there are more
than four criminals.
Every man, woman, and child in America pays an
annual crime bill of $120.
There is an army of 4,500,000 criminals in the United
States.
A major crime is committed every 22 seconds in the
United States.-Lutheran Companion
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novel with some scenes of moral
dubiety, Stars On the Sea could be
recommended to the entire family.
We must say, in defense of the novelist, that Desire Harmony Bennett did
pay dearly for her violations of the
Sixth Commandment.

Wendell. They · were married
January 14, 1918, just ·before he
went to France for overseas service. After his return from the war,
they first moved to Akron and
then to New York.
In contrast to her husband's
bigness, Mrs. Willkie is only 5'
2Y2" tall. Her face, framed with
short fluffy brown hair frosted
with silver, is arresting, not because of its genuine prettiness, but
Each month THE CRESSET
because of its aliveness and the
presents a check list of imconstant play of emotion in her
portant articles in leading
blue eyes. She is as completely
magazines which will be of
identified with the majority of
interest to our readers.
American women as the comer
grocery store. Like millions of
other American women, she has
done her own house work and
Scribner's
worried about how to make the
Commentator
income stretch enough to cover
necessities. She reads a great deal
Edith Wilk Wilikie
and shares her husband's interest
By RUTH SHEL DON
in the problems of our times. She
"Who is really behind Will- is not greatly interested in sports,
kie?" The author answers the enjoys good music, and likes to
question with a biographical visit the Metropolitan Museum of
sketch of the woman who may be Art. She likes to meet people but
the next First Lady of our land. does not like to have her picture
Edith Wilk Willkie was born in taken. To those who know her, it
Nashville, Tenn., but the family is a foregone conclusion that she
soon returned to its native Indi- will be one of the most individual
ana, where she was brought up in and popular First Ladies and at
the small town of Rushville. the same time one of the most
After graduating from high school gracious! y retiring. It is not in her
and attending the University of line to deliver speeches, write
Indiana for two years, she worked articles, speak on the radio, and
as librarian, first at Rushville and constantly be in the public eye,
then at Elwood, where she met but it is in her line to be a charm-
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ing hostess and an intelligent and
devoted wife and mother.

A Lesson in Propaganda
By

FRAZIER HUNT

This distinguished American
war correspondent issues a warning ~gainst. those who are crybabymg us mto war with atrocity
stories. After thirty years of experience he can sense propaganda
afar off. He was in Brussels when
Hitler unloosed his bombers and
tank divisions on that unforgettable morning of May IO and for
five days watched the bombers do
their work. He says that there
were no doubt cases where refugees were strafed from the air and
killed, but that he saw no deliberate attempt at attack on the
endless miles of civilians crowding the roads of northern France
during those days. He says:
"When I tried to write this in
Paris, my story was censored. The
truth was not to be told. On the
very days that Brussels was announced by the government as an
'ol?en. city' British troops were
usmg its streets and columns were
marching through the outskirts.
We must not believe all the tales
of horror and cruelty that are being circulated. Unconscious propaganda may be just as dangerous
for us as cold, deliberately
plann.ed propaganda. I am proAmencan-and pro-nothing else.
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My sympathies are with the Allies,
but in my opinion any American
who tries to push, bully, or cry us
into this war is un-American."

The Atlantic Monthly
We Stand Here
By

KINGMAN

BREWSTER,

1R.

and

SPENCER KLAW

In the August Atlantic, Arnold
Whitridge upbraided the American undergraduate for being lukewarm toward the war in Europe.
Indirectly he called the 1940
American youth some rather impolite names. Here is the answer
of the rising generation. "We can
by no standard accept the defense
of England as the automatic measure of our loyalty to American
ideals. The cause of one's own
country comes before that of anoth~r." The writers furthermore
insist that intervention in the current war is a fantastic moral
proposition. There is hope for the
future of the United States as
long as we have young men unwilling to be duped by the Congressional sob-sisters now on the
loose.

France in June: The Coliapse
By

WILLIAM HENRY CHAMBERLAIN

One of America's noted correspondents who lived through the
fall of France in June offers an
explanation of the tragedy. One
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of the causes of the French defeat
was the world of illusion in which
French leaders deliberately kept
the nation. The attitude, "Germany cannot win," was the common public opinion fostered by
an array of journalists and politicians in France, Great Britain,
and the United States. Wishful
thinking defeated France. Another reason for the loss of the
war was France's diplomatic
policy. "The present war was half
or three quarters lost diplomatically before it even began in a
military sense." The British guarantee to Poland spelled the ultimate ruin of France. Another factor in France's defeat was the bewildering amalgam called French
democracy. Instead of growing
more united, France was split into
dozens of bickering parties. When
the war began and as long as it
was waged, France had no enthusiasm at all for the fighting.
There are many lessons for
Americans in the French defeat,
not the least being the fact that
France was defeated morally long
before Adolf Hitler ever thought
of righting the Versailles Treaty.
A timely article.

Story of an Inventor: Laurens
Hammond
By

STERLING NORTH

One turns from articles, letters,
and stories about war to this ac-

count of the rise of a typically
American inventor with profound
relief. The inventor of the Hammond Electric Organ and the
Hammond Electric Clock has had
many satisfactions in life. Not the
least was the time in the U niversity of Chicago's chapel when his
electric organ (shades of Bach and
Widorl) was pitted against the
Skinner giant in a test of merit.
Hammond saw his invention of
tub~s, wires, and condensers play
"Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring" as
well as the traditional type of
organ. Now he has in mind a
"self-reading" book. This reader
regards the prospect with horror,
but, after all, it is better to have
Americans occupy themselves
with such inventions rather than
with the discovery of new instruments of death. Fascinating information.

Fortune
The War Industries Board,
1917-18
By JAMES L. TYSON

This report, with a foreword by
Bernard M. Baruch, appears as a
supplement. Baruch makes this
interesting statement, "Except for
a few minor changes, the economic mobilization of Nazi Germany was conscientiously built in
imitation of the similar American
system born of our World War
effort and the work of our War
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Industries Board." Among the important and little-known points
brought out in the report are such
as the following. The automobile
industry, in 1918, was directed to
curtail its production 75 per cent,
to conserve steel. No building of
structures for non-war purposes
costing more than $500 was permitted without special license. A
threat to create a panic in Indian
currency brought down the price
of jute, which had been artificial-·
ly inflated. Paris style arbiters
were induced to make short skirts
and narrower frocks fashionable,
to save both fabrics and labor. In
shoes, the number of styles was
limited, and colors were restricted
to black, white, and one shade of
tan. All clothing was to be reduced to a few simple styles, when
the Armistice intervened. Another war would bring similar restrictions.

Fortune Forum of Executive
Opinion
To sound the opinion of the
leaders of American business,
Fortune has selected a group of
15,000 outstanding business executives, whom it intends to poll
monthly on national problems
connected with business. The results of this first poll show that
businessmen believe by more than
five to one that WiIIkie could
handle America's foreign relations
better than Roosevelt. Even in the
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Solid South, business leaders have
more confidence in WiIIkie by
better than three to one. Willkie
is expected to do a better job on
preparedness by a margin of more
than I 4 to one. These sentiments
are not surprising since Willkie
was put over at Philadelphia by a
kind of chain-letter campaign of
businessmen and is, accordingly,
the hope of Big Business. 74.6 per
cent of the replies favored at least
some of Roosevelt's social reform
policies (only 64.4 in the South),
but only 20.9 approved at aII of
his policies for recovery.-47.4
hold that America, under present
conditions, should try to expand
its foreign trade, 27.2 that it
should strive for self-sufficiency,
12.7 that it should continue recent
policies, and 10.7 don't know.-!£
cessation of hostilities should leave
Germany with a large economic
bloc, the attitudes on trading with
this bloc are as follows: trade as
much as possible, 33.3; all that
comes our way, 12.5; as little as
possible, 10.6; not at all, 2.6; d~
pends on circumstances, 37.5; don't
know, 3.5.

Harper's
The Inner Threat-Our Own
Softness
By Rov

HELTON

Not the dictators of Europe but
the worship of comfort resulting
from the feminine dominance of
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Western life is the gravest danger
threatening our country. Among
the evidences of our internal
weaknesses the author includes
our devotion to ease and luxury
and the soft purposes for which
we live. The survival of democracy
depends not upon guns, tanks, or
dive bombers, but upon the toughness of our fiber as a people.
"Whatever survives between now
and the year 2000 will be something tough."

The American Fascists
By

of the arrest and trial of the seventeen New Yorkers charged with
plotting against the government
some months ago. Father Coughlin also receives considerable attention. There is, to be sure, a real
reason for concern in the truth
that "the technic of prejudice politics has been so well learned that
should economic insecurity continue there can be no doubt that
the American people during the
next decade will be forced to
deal with powerful 'hate' movements."

DALE KRAMER

"Where, after years of ambitious
agitation, are these fascists? How
strong are they? What are they
saying, how are they saying it, and
to whom?" These are the questions which this article explores.
It contains a quite complete story

One Man's Meat
By E. B.

WHITE

This column deserves special
mention this month. It is a brilliant presentation of the preciousness of our heritage of freedom. It
is like a song in the night.

Thought
Thinking leads man to knowledge. He may see and
hear, and read and learn, as much as he please; he will
never know any of it, except that which he has thought
over, that which by thinking he has made the property
of his mind. Is it then saying too much if I say that man
by thinking only becomes truly man? Take away thought
from man's life, and what remains?-PESTALOZZI.

Knowledge
"After all, man knows mighty little, and some day may
learn enough of his own ignorance to fall down and
pray.''-HENRY ADAMS.

same time a maniac magician
who believes the mansion rightfully belongs to him is occupying
the house, unbeknown to the
owners. The ensuing situations are
often very funny. A good picture
for the whole family.

THE

MOTION
PICTURE

PASSPORT TO ALCATRAZ
(COLUMBIA)
A poor title. The story has nothing to do with that grim prison,
but concerns itself with the detection of saboteurs who are smuggled into this country by means
of false passports. Jack Holt plays
the part of the chief detective. His
assistant is Noah Beery, Jr. It is
strictly a class B picture that with
a better-knit plot could easily have
been class A. The children of the
family will no doubt enjoy it in
spite of its weak spots.

examines samples of
Hollywood offerings.
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BLONDIE HAS SERVANT
TROUBLE (COLUMBIA)
Dagwood and Blondie Bumstead fans will enjoy this episode
in the lives of their favorites. Blondie, like so many other housewives,
is tired of doing the same household duties over and over again,
day after day, and suggests that
Dagwood ask his boss for a raise so
that she may hire a servant. The
result is that the Bumsteads are
given the opportunity to spend
several weeks in a completely furnished, but supposedly unoccupied,
mansion where they will have a
staff of servants to wait on them.
Overjoyed, they accept. At the

THE GREAT McGINTY
(PARAMOUNT)
Here is one of the most ruthless satires on American politics
we have seen for a long time. It
has none of the charm of Capra's
Mr. Smith Goes to Washington.
Its brutality and cynicism ought
to make Americans more alert.
McGinty becomes governor of the
state through the kindness of a
boss. When the boss thinks that
McGinty has gone too far in promoting a state New Deal, he fires
McGinty. The comedy is hilarious.
There are some rough scenes in
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the story, but as a whole we think
The Great McGinty is an aboveaverage movie.

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL
DAYS (RKO)
Our favorite campus novel receives decent treatment from
Darryl Zanuck. This story of campus bullies, adolescent woes, and
headmaster's griefs at an English
prep school is of universal appeal.
Sir Cedric Hardwicke, the headmaster, does a marvelous bit of acting as the head of Rugby. Flashman, the villain, is as dastardly as
ever. A good movie if you can
stand the accent.
THE RETURN OF FRANK
JAMES (20TH CENTURYFOX)
As you undoubtedly know by
this time, we have a weakness for
the rootin-tootin-shootin western
pictures. Frank is the brother of
Jesse. Frank is determined to get
the guy that got his brother. He
gets the double-crosser, and everything ends happily. There are a
lot of six-shooters, ropes, horses,
and hatchet-faced men talking out
of the side of the mouth. If you
like Westerns, you'll like the saga
of Frank James.

thick. Bob Burns is not at his best
and falls far below his work in
"Alias the Deacon." Jerry Colonna, Una Merkel, Don Wilson,
and Pat (Uncle Ezra) Barrett are
also severely handicapped under
the burden of a creaking plot
made up of impossible people
in impossible situations. However,
there is no accounting for tastes,
and some people will probably get
some real "belly-laffs" out of the
picture.

MUMMY'S HAND (COLUMBIA)
A mystery thriller with a
slightly different slant, being
placed in Egypt, where a young
American archeologist undertakes
to find the tomb of an ancient
Egyptian princess. There is also
a mummy which has been kept
alive for three thousand years by
means of a drug regularly administered by the high priest who
guards the tomb of the princes
against desecration. Good entertainment if you care for this kind
of stuff.

THE BOYS FROM SYRACUSE
(UNIVERSAL)
The tomfoolery and the buffoonery of this cleverly made tiducOMIN' ROUND THE bit atone for the outlandish conMOUNTAIN" (PARA- coctions sung by famed Allan
MOUNT)
Jones and pretty Rosemary Lane.
A caricature of the Tennessee · Allan has an excellent voice, and
hill-billy, put on entirely too Rosemary's larynx has undoubt-
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edly b~en subjected to praiseworthy training; but the tunes
that have been injected into the
production to make it a farce
quasimusical in nature are of the
variety that give sensitive souls
the creeps. In the matter of content the picture harks back to
Shakespeare's Comedy of Errors
and to Plautus of ancient Rome.
The rulers and the commoners of
the city of Ephesus as it existed
more than two thousand years ago
wear the costumes in vogue at that
time but speak the slang of our
day and mingle chunks of their
own civilization with much that is
characteristic of life as it is lived
by many in the United States of
A.D. · 1940. Anachronisms are
heaped upon anachronisms. As a
result, you will laugh until the
tears begin to roll down your
cheeks. Joe Penner is what is commonly called a "scream." Martha
Raye does not lag far behind.

HE STAYED FOR BREAKFAST
(COLUMBIA)
Melvyn Douglas and Loretta
Young play the leading parts in
this rather poor attempt at a
French farce, in which a disciple
of Lenin (Douglas) is converted
by the divorced wife (Loretta
Young) of a fat banker (Eugene
Pallette). As the title suggests, it is
often risque. The lady who plays
the part of Loretta's maid (we do
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not recall her name) steals the
show as far as acting is concerned.

LUCKY PARTNERS (RKO)
Ginger Rogers and Ronald Colman do not work together very
well as a team. In a story swinging from a book store in New
York to a honeymoon at Niagara Falls, the movie misses fire.
Ginger's American accent sounds
quite incongruous when Colman
starts talking in that sad, polished
way he has. No, Ginger doesn't
marry Ronald. Just a passable
movie.
FOREIGN CORRESPONDENT
(UNITED ARTISTS)
Here is another Alfred Hitch- ·
cock thriller. It's about a small
time American reporter sent to
Europe to cover the rapidly rising pace of affairs. Like all Hitchcock movies, this one keeps the
spectator nervously knotting the
handkerchief. The photography is
an integral part of the development of the plot. Unfortunately,
Hitchcock's movie has a slight air
of improbability. Nowadays newspapers do not send cubs to Berlin,
Amsterdam, London and Paris.
On the whole, we think you will
enjoy this super-thriller despite
the slight variations from plausibility. Robert Benchley, Joel McCrea and Herbert Marshall are
well cast. But the camera is the
best actor.

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
Lament
SIR:
Very soon now the editors of THE
CRESSET will find it necessary to buy
a separate filing cabinet for the letters they receive on the art (with a
small a) of motion picture reviewing.
This is No. 6857-Q and will occupy
a very unimportant place in the proposed symposium.
"Ever since THE CRESSET inaugurated a movie column we have been
wondering," writes Mr. Herb.(ert?)
Brummer with commendable diplomacy. Mr. Brummer shouldn't wonder so much. If he isn't careful he'll
wonder himself into seeing a really
good picture some day, and he might
(ghastly thought!) enjoy it. And that
would be too bad, because if all the
men like Mr. Brummer grew tired
of inane and immature pictures like
"Murder on the Yukon" and demanded intelligent, artistic productions, then Mr. Brummer wouldn't
en joy the movies any more and
would have to play rummy every
night. Oh, please don't go yet, Mr.
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Brummer. You and I have one thing
in common, after all. We have both
been wondering. But I've been wondering if the motion picture reviews
could possibly be written by the same
men who do such remarkably fine
and thoughtful writing in the other
departments. Every month I look for
something comparable to the rest of
the magazine, and usually I am disappointed. It's getting so that I can't
sleep at night, and carrots and peas
have lost their delightful fascination.
Both Mr. Brummer and Mr. H. V.
Jenkins seem to feel that the articles
are too technical. It seems to me
rather that the difficulty lies in a
not sufficiently extensive knowledge
of the art of acting and play production and all that it involves artistically, aside from its purely technical
problems. There doesn't seem to be
too much discussion of technique, but
there doesn't seem to be much else
except a few sentences like, "Naturally, the heroine (Miriam Hopkins)
is desperately in love with the hero."
That kind of thing is all right in the
New Yorker, which makes its money
by being suavely sarcastic, but it
seems like such a waste of space.
What the reader would like to know
is whether Miss Hopkins made the
role of the cafe entertainer believable
and interesting, whether her portrayal was dramatic or subtle, overdone
or restrained, colorful or lifeless,
whether she dominated the picture,
weakened it, or simply contributed
toward making it worth seeing. And
if, in the opinion of the reviewer,
Miss Hopkins was strictly off the cob,
let him be a man and say so.
Another thing I dislike (I'm feel-
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ing very nasty today) is the way the
naughty reviewers always give away
the ending. For instance, in the last
issue, "Fairbanks, the hero, wins the
heroine," "Bob Hope marries Paulette Goddard," "Their experiences,
which culminate in the usual way."
When you must suffer through a
lemon like "New Moon," you should
at least have the right to hope until
the final moment that Nelson Eddy
won't be trapped by that coy mouthful of teeth.
Not wishing to change the subject,
I'd like to ask the Pilgrim to publish
the formula of his ticket-evading
technique. It seemed to work rather
nicely with patrolmen 522. I'd always imagined it would be rather
difficult to get an officer to unburden
himself of his troubles and forget
about that boulevard stop but if it
can be done in two minutes fiat I'll
give it a try.
Also continuing along the same
line, my heartfelt thanks to Dr.
Graebner for injecting a note of
humor into this month's solemn
CRESSET. Oh, for the days when the
editors weren't too worried to shed
a little blood in pure and simple
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fun. And thanks to the Pilgrim for
the bit of Lincoln. A man whose
spirit of great beauty will surely
never die. It is comforting to know
that even in this year of darkness
such a man is still the ideal of the
American people.
MARIAN McGREW
Alhambra, Calif.

(Answer to second-last paragraph.
Opening sentence is: "Officer, I feel
worse about this than you do." Ad
lib after that.-En.)

Thank You
SIR:
Your review in the August issue of
THE CRESSET on the Democratic Convention is a classic. Your irony in this
article is equalled only by F. R.
Webber's writing in the American
Lutheran. Congratulations on this
fine piece of work!
F. E. SCHULTZ
Galesburg, Ill.

(Our editorial assistant has a good
eye. We thought it was good, too.En.)

"It is certain that some good and some truth are
immanent in the new temporal forms which are emerging from the obscure chrysalis of history, and that they
manifest in some way the will of God, which is absent
from nothing that exists. They may in some way serve
eternal interests on this earth."-JACQUES MARITAIN.

Contributors=Problems=Final Notes
major article this month
O UR
considers one of the most
significant problems in modern
thought. What is the relationship
between Democracy and Christianity? Is it organic or
·
merely accidental?
The writer of the
article has preferred
to remain anonymous in the hope
that his point of
view will be discussed objectively.
In many of the essays on this subject
there is too much
heat and not
enough light. It
should be said that
not all of the editors of THE CRESSET agree with
every statement in the article. The
comments of our readers are invited.

tributors from our sister nation to
the North.
The poets of the month are three
of our regular contributors, Miss
Doris R. Krudop,
Miss Helen Myrtis
Lange, and Professor Richard A.
Jesse. During the
past month Professor Jesse has become Dean of Concordia Seminary,
St. Louis, Missouri.
The staff of THE
CRESSET extends to
him its good wishes
for the richest benediction ofAlmighty
God in his important work.

The

Editor~s

Lamp

'7JltA.,

Our guest reviewers this month
are Anne Hansen (Out of the Fog),
Palmer Czmanske (Clear for Action) and Arnold Guebert (The
British Empire). The last of these
is a newcomer to the columns of
THE CRESSET. He is professor of history at Concordia College, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada. We hope to
have an increasing number of con-
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With the coming of Fall the
tempo of the publishing world is
stepped up. An unusual number of
books is scheduled for publication
during the next three months. As
usual, THE CRESSET hopes to make
a careful selection and present
thorough reviews of the most significant volumes in every field of
human thought. We are happy to
report that all leading publishers
have been co-operative in forwarding their publications for review.

'
FORTHCOMING ISSUES
I. In "Notes and Comm.ent" the editors will continue
t4eir brief comments on the world of public affairs and
modern thought.

II.

Major articles during the coming months will in-

clude:
NATURALISM IN AMERICAN EDUCATION

A

PASTOR LOOKS AT LIFE

(II)

Ill. In future issues the editors will review, among
many others, the following books:
SEA OF DESTINY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . H.

Dyson Carter

PILGRIM'S WAY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . john

Buchan

THE STRATEGY OF TERROR . . . . . , . . . . . . . . • . . . . . Edmond
BASILISSA . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . John
FROM MARX TO STALIN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ].
GOSSIP . . . . . . . . . . • • • . . . . . . . . . • . . . . • . . . . . . St.
J'Accus~

Masefield

E. LeRossig11ol

Clair McKelway

. . . . • . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . • . . . . • Andre

MARRIAGE . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Taylor

Simone

Wm. Lyon Phelps

MEN AT THEIR WORST . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . Leo.

L. Stanley, M.D.

Tms IS WENDELL WtLLKIE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . : . . . .

Wendell Willkie

MAD.\ ME DoRTJIEA . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . Sigrid
WESTWARD

Tl·H<:

TIDE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Harold

T.jndset
Sinclair
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